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Au Anſwer to the Sompner's Prologue 
W we... Chaucer, topos 


in imitation of Chaucer's fhyle, 


1872 —— ue told: 
WS 221 And ſaine on the Freers his e japing 
2 dad bold, 2l 
8 How that in Hellchey nchen near aud 
INE wide, 
And ne one nen (im all cike place 
eſpyde, 
But lo! the devil turned his erſe about, 
And twenty: thouſand Freers wend in and out. 
By which in Jeoffrys rhyming it appears, 
The devil's belly is the hive of Freers. . 
Now liſtneth lordings! fertbwith ye ſhall beatz 
What happen'd at a houſe in Lancaſbira. 
A miſere that had londs and tenement, 
Who raketh from his villaines taxes and rent, 


/ 


r .— 
22 „„ 


Full deeply ſited in a derkning wood, 


Ad in low tone his ave marye laid, 


And maken croſs on key- hole of the doore. , 
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Owned a houſe which emptye long y- tod, 


Murmring a ſhallow brook runneth along, * 
Mong the round ſtones it maken doleſul ſong. 

Now there ſpreaden a rumour that everich night 

The rooms thaunted been by many a ſprite, 

The miller ayoucheth, and all there about, 

That they full oft* hearen the helliſh rout; 

Some ſaine they hear the jingling of cinins, 

ſome hath yheard the ꝓſautries ſtraines, 
t midnight ſome Ire headleſs horſe imect, 

And ſome eſpien a corſe in a white ſheet, 

And oother things, faye, elfin and elfe, 

And ſhapes that feare createn to it ſelfe. 

Now it ſo hapt, there was not ferre away, 

Of grey Freers a faire and rich Abbaye, 

Where liven a Freer ycleped Pere Thomas, 

Who daren alone in derkethrough church-yerds paſs. 

This Freer would lye in thilke houſe all night, 

Ia hope he might eſpyen a dreadful ſprite. 

He taketh candle, beades; and holy watere, 

And legends eke of Saintes, and bookes of prayers; 
He entreth the room, and looketh round about, i 
And haſpen the door to haſpen the goblin out. 

The candle hath he put cloſe by the bed, 


With water now be ſprinkled hath the floore, 


Ne was there not a mouſe-holeinthilke place, 
But he y- croſſed hath by God his grace; . 
He croſſed hath this, and eke he croſſed that, 
With benedicite and God knows what. 

Now he goeth to bed and lieth adown, 
When the clock had juſt ſtricken the twelfth ſoun · 
\Bethinketh hem now what the cauſe had ibeen, 
Why many ſprites by mortals bave been ſeen 

| | Hem 
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Hem remembreth how Dan Plutarch hathy-ſed 4. 
That Ce/ar's ſprite came to Brute his be 
Of chains thatfrighten erſt Arremidore, 4 
The tales of Pline, Valere, and many more. 
Hem thinketh that ſome murdere here been done, 
And he mought ſee ſome bloodye ghoſt anone, 
Or that ſome orphlines writings here be ſtor'd, . 
Or pot of gold laine deep beneath a board: 
Or thinketh hem, it he mought ſee no ſprite, |; 
The Abbaye mought buy this houſe cheape outright. . 
As hem thus thinketh, anone aſleep he lies. | 
Up ſtarten Sathanas with ſaucer eyes. 
He turneth the Freer upon his face downright,; . 
Diſplaying his nether cheeks ful broad and white. 
Then quoth Dan Sathanas as he thwacked him ſore 
| Thou didſt forget to guard thy poſtern door. 
There is an hole which hath not eroſſed been: 
Farewel, from whence I came, I creepen in. 
Now plain it is ytellen in my verſe, . | 
If Devils in hell bear Freers in their erſe, ha 
On earth the Devil in Freers doth y-dwell; ; 
Were there no Freers, the Devil mought keep in hel, 
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WORK fer a COOPER 
e 


A Man may lead a happy liſe, — 

Without that needful thing a wife: 8 

This long have luſty Abbots known, 

Who ne er knew ſpouſes . of their own. . 
What, though your houſe be clean and neat, 


With couches, chairs, and beds compleat; 
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Though you ean each day invite a friend, 
Though he ſhould ev ry diſh commend, 
On Bag ſhot- heath your mutton fed, 
Your fowls at Brandford born and bred , 
Though pureſt wine your cellars boaſt, 
Wine worthy of the faireſt Toaſt; 
Yet there are other things requir'd : 
Ring, and let's ſee the maid you hir'd 
Bleſs me! thoſe hands might hold a broom, 
Twirle round a mop, and waſha room: 
A batchelor his maid ſhould keep, 

Not for that ſervile uſe to ſweep, 
_ Lethher his humour underſtand, 
And turn to ev'ry thing her hand. 

Get you a laſs that's young and tight, 
Whoſe arms are, like her apron, white 
What though her ſhift be ſeldom ſeen ? 
Let that though courſe be always clean, 
She might each morn your tea attend, 
And on your wriſt your ruffle mend; 
Then if yqu break a roguiſh jeſt, 
Or ſqueeze her hand, or pat her breaſt, 
She crys, oh dear Sir, don't be naught! 
And bluſhes ſpeak her laſt night's fault, 
To her your houſhold cares confide, 
Let your keys gingle at her fide, 
A footman's blunders tea ze and fret ye, 
Ev'n while you chide you ſmile on Betty. 
Diſcharge him then, if he's too ſpruce, 
For Berry's for his maſter's uſe. 

Will you your am'rous fancy baulk, 
For fear ſome prudiſh neigbbour talk:? 
But you'll object, that you're afraid 
Of the pert freedoms of a maid; 

B eſides your wiſer heads willfay, 
That ſhe who turns her hand this way, 
„ 
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From one vice to another drawn, 

Will lodge your ſilver ſpoons in pawn, 
Has not the homely wrinkled jade 
More need to learn the pil ring trade? 
For Love all Berry's wants ſupplys, 
Laces her ſhoes,. her manteau dyes, 
All her ſtuff ſuits ſhe flings away, 

And wears thread ſattin every day. 

Who then a dirty drab would hire, 
Brown as the hearth of kitchin fire? 
When all muſt own, were Betty put 
To the black dutys of the ſlut, 

As well ſhe ſcowers or ſcrubs a floor, 
And ſtill is good for ſomething more. 

Thus, to avoid the greater vice, 
I knew a Prieſt, of conſcience nice, 
To quell his luſt for neighbour's ſ 22 
Keep fornication in his houſe. 

But you're impatient ailthis time, 
Fret at my counſel, curſe my rhymes 
Be ſatisfy'd. I'll talk no more, 

For thus my tale begins Ot yore 
There dwelt at Blois a Prieſt full fair; 
With rolling eye and criſped hair, 

His chin hung low, his brow was ſleek, 
Plenty lay basking on his cheek, 

Whole days at eloyſter grates he ſat, 
Ogled, and talk'd of this and that 

So teelingly ; the Nuns lamented 

That double barrs were e'er invented. 
It he the wanton wife confeſt 

With downcaſt eye, and heaving breaſt 
He ſtroak'd her cheek to ſtill her fear, 
And talk'd of ſins en Cavalier. 
Each time enjoyn'd her penance mild, 
And fondled on her like his child. 
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At ev'ry jovial goflip's feaſt 
Pere Bernard was a welcome gueſt, . 
Mirth ſuffer'd not the leaſt reſtraint, . 
He could at will ſhake off the ſaint; 
Nor frown'd he when they freely ſpoke, 
But ſhook his ſides, and took the joke; | 
Nor fail'd he to promote the jeſt, 
And ſhar'd the ſins, which they confeſt. / 
| Yet that he might not always roam, 
He kept conveniencies at home. 
His maid was in the bloom of beauty, 
Well-limb'd for ev'ry ſocial duty 
He meddled with no houſhold cares, 
Toher confign'd his whole affairs; 
She of his Study kept the keys, 
For he was ſtudious of his eaſe : - 
She had the power of all his locks, 
Could rummage ev'ry cheſt and box, 
Her honeſty ſuch credit gain'd, 
Not ey'n the cellar. was reſtrain'd. 
In troth it was a goodly ſhow, 
Lin'd with full hogfheads all a- row; 
One veſſel, from the rank-remov'd, 
Far dearer than the reſt he lov d. 
Pour faire bon bouche twas ſet alide, 
To all but choiceſt friends deny d. 
He now and then would ſend a quart, 
To warm ſome wife's retentive heart, 
Againſt confeſſion's ſullen hour: 
Vine has all ſecrets in its power. 
At common feaſts it had been waſte, 
Nor was it fit for layman's taſte , 
If monk or friar were his gueſt, 
They drank it, for they know the beft. 
Nay, he at length ſo fond was grown, \ 
u. always drank it when — alone. 


ho ſhall recount his civil labours, 
In pious viſits to his neighbours? 
Whene''er weak husbands went aſtray, 
He gueſt their wives were in the way. 
'Twas then his Charity was ſhown, 
He choſe to ſee them when alone, 

Now was he bent on cuckoldom; 
He knew friend Dennis was from home; 
His wife (a poor neglected beauty, 
Defrauded of a Husbands duty) 
Had often told him at confeſſion, }. . | 
How hard ſhe ſtruggled gainſt tranſgreſſion, 
He now reſolves, in heat of blood, 
To try how firm her virtue ſtood. ) 
He knew that wine(to love beſt aid) 
Has oft made bold the ſhamefac'd maid, 
Taught her to romp, and take more freedoms, _ 
Than nymphs train d up at Smith's or Needham 8. 

A mighty bottle ſtrait he choſe, 
Such as might give two Friars their doſe 2 
Nannette he call'd : the cellar door 
She ſtrait unlocks, deſcends before,. | 
He follow'd cloſe. But when he ſpys 
His fav'rite cask ; with lifted eyes | [ 
And lifted hands aloud he crys. 22 
Heigh day! my darling wine aſtoop! 
It muſt, alas! have ſprung a hoop; 
That there's a leak is paſt all doubt, 
(Reply'd the maid)--- I'll find it out. 
She ſets the candle down. in haſte, a 
Tucks her white apron round her wafte, | 
The hogſhead's mouldy ſide aſcends, 
She ſtraddles wide, and downward bends , 
So low ſhe ſtoops to ſeek the flaw, 
Her coats roſe high, her maſter ſaw — _ 


Iſee.— he erys (then elaſpt her faſt) Now 
The leak through which my wine has paſt. He ſp 
Then all in haſte the maid deſcended, Who 
And in a trice the leak was mended. That 
He found in Nannetteall he wanted, Fye, 
So Dennis brows remain'd unplanted.' A ma! 
E'er ſince this time all lufty Friars, Theſe 
(Warm 'd with predominant deſires, Tole 
Whene'er the fleſh with ſpirit quarrels) fror y 
Look on the ſex, as leaky barrels. Leta 
Beware of theſe, ye jealous ſpouſes, Th 
From ſuch like coopers guard your houſes; But y 
For it they find not work at home, | That 
For jobs through all the town they roam. Pye) 
7 IE | Into 
N | So b. 
| The EQUIVOCATION. * 
| | 
A TAL K. op 
1 N Abbot rich (whoſe taſte was good 
| Alike in ſcience and in food) 1 
His Biſhop had reſoly'd io treat, 
His Biſhop came, the Biſnop eat; 
Tas ſilence, till their ſtomachs fail'd; A 
And now at Hereticks they rail'd; 
What Hereſy (the Prelate ſaid) 0 
ls in that Church where Prieſts may wed ! 
1 Do not we take the Church for life? LT Hol 
But thoſe divorce her for a wife, Th 
Like laymen keep her in their houſes, No 
And own the children of their ſpouſes, Ida | Ca 
Vile practices! the Abbot cry'd, | No 
For pious uſe were (et aſide! 4 Th 
Shall we take wives? marriage at beſt Str 
Je but carnality profeſt, By 


o 
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Now as the Biſhop took his glaſs, 
He ſpy'd our Abbot's buxom laſs | 
Who croſs'd the room, he mark'd her eye 
That glow'd with love; his pulſe beat high. 
Fye, father, fye, (the Prelate crys) ' 
A maid ſo young for ſhame, be wiſe, 
Theſe indiſcretions lend a handle 
Tolewd lay tongues, to give us ſcandal. 
For your yows ſake, this rule I give t'ye, 
Let all your maids be turn'd of fifty: 

The Prieſt reply'd, I have not ſwerv'd, 
But your chaſt precept well obſerv'd ; 
That laſs full twenty five has told, 
Pye yet another who's as old; 
Into one ſum their ages caſt; 
So both my maids have fifty paſt, 

The Prelate ſmil'd, but durſt not blame; 
For why ? his Lordſhip did the ſame. 

Let thoſe who reprimand their brothers 
Firſt mend the faults they find in others. 


- # 
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A true STORY of an APPARITIONe 


8938 (whoſe ſtrength of Argument makes out 
That wiſdom's deep enquirys end in dvt) 

Hold this aſſertien poſitive and clear, 

That ſprites are pure deluſions rais d by fear. 
Not that fam'd ghoſt, which in preſaging ſound 
Call'd Brutus to Philippi's fatal ground; 

Nor ean Tiberius Gracchus goary ſhade 

Theſe ever-doubting diſputants perſwade. 

Strait they with ſmiles reply; thoſe tales of old 
By viſionary Prieſts were made and told : 


* 
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O might ſome ghoſt at dead of night: appear, 
And make you own conviction by your fear 
know your ſneers my eaſy faith accuſe, 
That with ſuch idle legends frights the Muſe: 
But think not that I tell thoſe vulgar ſprites, 
Which frighted boys relate on winter nights; 
How cleanly milk-maids meet the fairy train, 
How headleſs horſes drag the clinking chain, 
Night-roaming ghoſts, by ſaucer eye-balls knows, 
The common ſpectres of each country town. 
No, I ſuch fables can like you deſpiſe, 

And laughto hear theſe nurſe-invented lies, 

Vet has not oft the fraudful guardian's fright 
Compell'd him to reſtore an orphan's right ? 
And can we doubt that horrid ghoſts aſcend, 
Which on the conſcious murd'rer'sſtepsattend?. 
Hear then and let atteſted truth prevail, 

From faithful lips I learnt the dreadful tale. 
Where Arden's foreſt ſpreads its limits wide, 
Whole branching paths the doubrful road divide, 

A tray'ler took his folitary way; 

When low beneath the hills was ſunk the day, 
And now the skies with gath'ring darkneſs lour, 
The branches ruſtle with the threaten'd ſhower; 
With ſudden blaſts the foreſt murmurs loud, 
Indented lightnings cleave the ſable cloud, 
Thunder on thunder breaks, the tempeſtroars, . 
And heay'n diſcharges all its watry ſtores. 

The wand'ring trav'ler ſhelter ſeeks in vain, 
And ſhrinks and ſhivers with the beating rain; 
On his ſteed's neck the ſlacken'd bridle lay, 
Who choſe with cautious ſtep th* uncertain way; 
And now he checks the rein, and halts to hear 
If any noiſe foretold a yillage near. 

At length from far a ſtream of light he ſees 
Extend its leyelray between the trees: 


Why 
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Thither he ſpeeds, and as he nearer came 
Joyful he knew the lamps domeſtick flame 
That trembled through the window ; croſs the way 
Darts forth the barking cur, and ſtands at bay. 
it was an ancient lonely houſe, that ſtood 
Upon the borders of the ſpacious wood; 
Here towers and antique battlements ariſe, 
And there in heaps the moulder'd ruin lyes ; 
Some Lord this manſion held in days of yore, 
Tochaſe the wolf, and pierce the foaming boar: 
How chang'd, alas, from what at once had been! 
Tis now degraded to a publick Ian. 
Strait he diſmounts, repeats his loud commands: : 
Swift at the gate the ready landlord ſtands; 
With frequent cringe he bows, and begs excuſe, 
His houſe was full, andev'ry bed in uſe, 
W tat nota garret, and no ſtraw to ſpare # 
Why then the kitchin fire, and elbow-chair 
Shall ſerve for once to nod away the night, 
The kitchin ever is the ſervant's right, 
Replys the hoſt ; there, all the fire around, 
The Count'stir'd footmen ſnore upon the ground. 
The maid,who. liſten'd to this whole debate, 
With pity leaznt the weary ſtranger's fate. 
Be brave, ſhecrys, you ſtill may be our gueſt, 
Our haunted room was ever held the beſt ;. * 
It then your valour can the fright ſuſtain 
Ot rattling curtains, and the elinking chain, 
If your couragious tongue have power to talk, 
When round your bed the horrid ghoſt ſhall walk; 
If you dare ask it why it leaves its tomb, 
I'll ſee your ſheets well · aird, aud ſhow the room. 
Soon as the frighted maid her tale had told, 
The ſtranger enter'd, for his heart was bold. 
The damſel led him through a ſpacious hall, 
Where Ivy hung the half demoliſh'd wall; 


She 
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She frequent look'd behind, and chang'd her hue, 
W hile fancy tipt the candle's flame with blue, 
And now they gain'd the winding ftairs aſcent, 
And to the loneſome room of terrors went, 
When all was ready, ſwift retir'd the maid, 

The watch-lights burn, tuckt warm in bed was laid 
The hardy ſtranger, and attends the ſprite 

Till his accuitom'd walk at dead of night. 

At firſt he hears the wind with hollow roar 
Shake the looſe lock, and ſwing the creaking door; 
Nearer and nearer draws the dreadful ſound 
Of rattling chains, that dragg'd upon the ground: 
When lo, the ſpectre came with horrid ſtride, 
Approach'd the bed, and drew the curtains wide! 
In human form the ghaſtful Phantom ſtood, 
Expos'd his mangled boſom dy'd with blood, 

Thea ſilent pointing to his wounded breaſt, 
Thrice way'd his hand. Beneath the frighted gueſt 
The bed-corfstrembled, and with ſnudd'ring fear, 
Sweat chilPd his limbs, high roſe his briſtled hair; 
Then mutt'ring haſty pray'rs, he mann'd his heart, 
And cry'd aloud; Say, whence and who thou art, 
The ſtalking ghoſt with hollow voice replys, 
Three years are counted, ſince with mortal eyes 
I ſaw the ſun and vital air reſpir'd. 

Like thee benighted, and with travel tir'd, 

Within theſe walls I flept, O thirſt of gain? © 
See, ſtill the planks the bloody mark retain, 
Stretch'd on this very bed, from ſleep I ſtart, 
And ſee the ſteel impending o'er my heart; 

The barb'rous hoſteſs held the lifted knife, 

The floor ran purple with my guſhing life. 

My treaſure now they ſeize, the golden ſpoil 
They bury deep beneath the graſs-grown ſoil, 
Far itz the common field, Be bold, ariſe, 

My ſteps ſhall lead thee to the ſecret prize, 
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There dig and find, let that thy care reward: 
Call loud on juſtice, bid her not retard _ 
To puniſh murder; lay my Ghoſt at reſt, 
So ſhall with Peace ſecure thy Nights be bleſt 
And when beneath theſe boards my bones are found, 
Decent interr them in ſome ſacred ground. 

Here ceas'd the ghoſt. The ſtranger ſprings from ded, 
And boldly follows where the Phantom led ; 
The half worn ſtony ſtairs they now deſcend, ' 
Where paſſages obſcure their arches bend, . 
Silent they walk; and now through groves they paſs, 
Now through wet meads their ſteps imprint the graſs 
At length amidſt a ſpacious field they came: | 
There ſtops the ſpectre, and aſcends in flame, 
Amaz'd he ſtood, no buſh, no briar was found, - 
To teach his morning ſearch to find the ground 
What cou'd he do? the night was hideous dark, 
Fear ſhook his joints, and nature dropt the mark: 
With that he ſtarting wak' d, and rais'd his head, 
But found the golden mark was left in bed. 

What is the ſtateſman's vaſt ambicions ſcheme, 

But a ſhort viſion, and a golden dream? 
Power, wealth, and title elevate his hope , 
He wakes, But for a garter finds a x. e. 
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Prude, at morn and ev*ning prayer, 

Had worn her velvet cuſhion bare; 
Upward ſhe taught her eyes to roll, 

As it ſhe watch'd her ſoaring foul z 10 
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And when deyotion warm'd the crowd, 

None ſung, or ſmote their breaſt ſo loud: 

Pale Penitence had mark d her face 

With all the meagre ſigns of grace. 

Her maſs-book was compleatly lin'd 

With painted Saints of various kind: 

But when in ev'ry page ſhe view'd 

Fine Ladys who the Fleſh ſubdu'd , 

As quick her beads ſhe counted o'er, 

She cry*d—. ſuch wonders are no more! 

She choſe not to delay confeſſion, 

To bear at once a year's tranſgreſſion, 

But ev'ry week ſet all things even, 

And ballanc'd her accounts with heav 'n. 
Behold her now in humble guiſe, 

Upon her knees with downcaſt eyes 

Before the Prieſt: ſhe thus begins, 

And ſobbing, blubbers forth her ſins; 
Who could that tempting man reſiſt? 

My virtue languiſh's, as he kiſs'd ; 

I ſtroye-— till could ftrive no longer, 

How can the weak ſubdue the (| tronger ? 
The Father ask'd her where and when } 

How many? and what ſort of men? 

By what degrees her blood was heated? 

How oft' the frailty was repeated: 

Thus have I ſcen a pregnant wench 

All fluſh'd with guilt before the bench, 

The udges (wak'd by wanton thought) 

Diveto the bottom of her fault, 

They leer, they ſimper at her ſhame, 

And make her call all things by name, 
And now to ſentence he proceeds, 

Preſcribes how oft to tell her beads ; 

Sbows her what Saints could do her 

Doubles her faſts to cool her blood. 


i 


74 L Es. 


Eas d of her ſins, and light as air, 
Away ſhe trips; perhaps to prayer. 
Twas no ſuch thing. Why then this haſte ? 
The clock has ſtruck, the hour is paſt, » 
And on the ſpur of inclination, | 
She ſcorn'd to bilk her aſſignation. 
Whate'er ſhe did, next week ſhe came; 
And piouſly confeſt the ſame 
The Prieſt, who female frailties pity'd, 
Firſt chid her, then her ſins remitted, 
But did ſhe now her crime bemoan 
In penitential ſheets alone ? 
And was no bold, no beaſtly fellow 
The nightly partner of her pillow? 
No, none; for next time in the groye 
A bank was conſcious of her love. 
Confeſſion day was come about, 
And now again it all muſt out, 
dhe ſeems to wipe her twinkling eyes, 
What now, my child, the father erys. 
Again, ſays ſlie with threatning looks, 
He thus the proſtrate dame rebukes. 
Madam, Igrant there's ſomething in it, 
That virtue has th* unguarded minute; 
But pray now tell me what are whores, 
Zut women of unguarded hours ? 
Then you muſt ſure have loſt all ſhame, 
What ev'ry day, and ſtill the ſame, 
And no fault elſe ! 'tis ſtrange to find 
A woman to one ſin confin'd! 
Pride is this day her darling paſhon, 
The next day ſlander is in faſhion 
Gaming ſucceeds; if fortune croſſes, 
Then virtues mortgag'd for her loſſes; 
By uſe her fay'rite vice ſhe Joaths, 
And loves new follieslike new cloaths+ 


Bu: you, beyond all thought, unchaſte, And th 
Have all ſin center'd near your waſte! I (till i. 
Whence is this appetite ſo ſtrong? And g1 
Say, Madam, did your wedicr bog? 


Or is it lux' y and hight diet 
That won't let virtue ſleep in quiet? 
She tells him now with meekeſt voice, 
That ſhe had never err'd by choice, 
Nor was there known a virgin chaſter, 
Till ruin'd by a ad diſaſter. 
That ſhe a tav'rite lap-dog had, 
Which, (as ſhe ſtroak'd, and kiſs'd ) grew mad; 
And on herlip a wound indenting, 
— Firſt ſet her youthful blood fermenting. 
The Prieſt reply'd with zealous fury, 
vou ſhould have ſought the means to cure ye. 
Doctors by various ways, we find, 
Treat theſe diſtempers of the mind. 
Let gaudy ribbands be deny'd 
To her, who raves wish ſcornful pride; 
And if religion crack her notions, 
Lock up her volumes of deyotions ; 
Bur if for man her rage prevail, 
Barr her the ſight of creatures male. 
Or elſe to cure ſuch venom'd bites, 
And ſet the ſhatter'd thoughts arights; 
They ſend you to the ocean's ſhore, 
And plunge the Patient o'er and o'er. 
The damereply'd; alas! in vain 
My kindred forc'd me to the main; 
Naked, and in the face of day: | 
Look not, ye fiſhermen, this way ! 
What virgin had not done as I did? 
My modeſt hand, by nature guided, 
Debarr'd at once from human eyes 
The ſeat where female honour lyes, 
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And though thrice dipt from top to toe, 
1 fill ſecur'd the poſt below, 

And guarded it with graſp ſo faſt 

Not one drop thro* my fingers paſt ; 
Thus owe Ito my baſhful care, 

That all the rage isſettled there. 

Weigh well the projects of mankind; 
Then tell me, Reader, canſt thou find 
The man from madneſs wholly free? 
They aftare mad ſave you and me. 
Do not the ſtateſman, fop and wit 
By daily tollies prove they're bit? 

And when the briny cure they try'd, 
Some part ſtil] kept above the tide ? 

Some men (whendrench'd beneath the wave) 
High o'er their heads their fingers ſave: 
Thoſe hands by mean extortion thrive, 
Or in the pocket lightly dive; 

Or more expert in pilf'ring vice, 
They burn and itch to cog the dice. 

Plunge in a courtier; ſtrait his fears 

Direct his hands to ſtop his ears. 

And now truth ſeems a grating noiſe, 

He loves the ſland'rer's whiſp'ring voice; 
He hangs on flattry with delight, 

And thinks all fulſome praiſe his right, 5 

All women dread a watry death: 

They ſnut their lips to hold their breath, 
And though you duck them ne'er ſo long, 
Not one ſalt drop e' er wets their tongue; 
Tis hence they ſcandal have at will, 
And that this member neꝰer lyes ſtill. 
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BIRTEHof the SQUIRE; 
9 - _ 
ECLOGUE. 
In Imitation of the Pol. L Io of VIRGIL. 


E ſylvan Muſes, loftier ſtrains recite,” 
Not all in ſhades, and humble cotts 
delight, 
Hark! the bells ring; along the dif. 
tant grounds 
The driving gales convey the ſwel. 
ling ſounds; - 
Th' attentive ſwain, forgetful of his work, 
With gaping wonder, leans upon his fork; 
What ſudden news alarms the waking morn? 
To the glad Squire a hopeful heir is born. 
Mourn, mourn, ye ſtags; and all ye beaſts of chace, 
This hour deſtruction brings on all your race: 
See the pleas d tenants duteous off'rings bear, 
Turkeys and geeſe and grocer's ſweeteſt ware; 
| Q 3 With 
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With the new health the pond'rous tankard flows, 
And old October reddens ev'ry noſe. 1 
Zeagles and ſpaniels round his cradle ſtand, 

Kiſs his moiſt lip and gently lick his hand; 

He joys to hear the ſhrill horn's ecchoing ſounds, 
And learns to liſp the names of all the hounds. 

ith frothy ale to make his cup o'er-flow, 

Barley ſhall in paternalacres grow; 

The bee ſhall ſipthe fragrant dew from flow'rs, 

To give metheglin for his morning hours; 

For him the cluſtring hop ſhall climb the poles, 

And his own orchard ſparkle in his bowles, 

His Sire's exploits he now with wonder hears, 

The monſtrous tales indulge his greedy ears; 

How when youth ſtrung his nerves and warm'd bis 

veins, | ; 

Herode the mighty Nimrod of the plains : 

He leads the ſtaring infaut through the hall, 

Points out the horny ſpoils that grace the wall; 

Fells, bow this tag thro three whole Countys fled, 


Now he the wonders of the fox repeats, "1 
Deſcribes the deſp'rate chaſe, and all his cheats z 
How in one day beneath his furious (peed, . 
He tir d ſey*n courſers of the fleeteſt breed; 
How high the pale he leapt, how wide the ditch, + 
When the hound tore the haunches of the“ witch! 
Theſe ſtorys which deſcend from ſon to ſon, 
The forward boy ſhall one day make his own, 

Ah, too fond mother, think the time draws nigh, 
That calls the darling from thy tender eye; 
How ſhall his ſpirit brook the rigid rules, 
And the long tyranny of grammar ſchools ? 


* The moſs common accident t enen; . have 
much in the (hape of a bare, 1 ; , q 


Whatrivers ſwam, where bay'd and where be bled. 4 
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Let younger brothers o'er dull authors plod, - 

Laſh'd into Latin by the tingling rod; | 

No, let him never feel that ſmart diſgrace 7 

Why ſhould he wiſer prove than all his race ? | 
When rip'ning youth with down o'erſnades his chin, 

And ev'ry female eye incites to ſin; 

The milk-maid (thoughtleſs of her future ſhame) 

With ſmacking lip ſhall raiſe his guilty flame; 

The dairy, barn, the hay-loft and the grove 

Shall oft” be conſcious of their ſtolen love. 

But think, Priſcilla, or that dreadful time, 


When pangs and watry qualms ſhall own thy crime; - ( 


How wilt thou tremble when thy nipple's preſt, 
To ſee the white drops bathe thy ſ „ = 1-17] , 
Nine moons ſhall publickly divulge her ſhame, 
And the young Squire foreſtal a father's name. 

When twice twelve times the reaper's ſweeping hand 
With levell'd|harveſts has beſtrown the land, wy 
On fam'd St. Hubert's feaſt, his winding horn b 
Shall cheer the joyful hound and wake the morn; . 
This memorable day his eager ſpeed 
Shall urge with bloody heel the riſing ſeeds: 
O check the foamy bit, nor tempt thy fate, 
Think on the murders of a five-bar gate! 
Yet prodigal of life, the leap he tries, 
Lo'y in the duſt his groveling honour lies, 
Headlong he falls, and on the rugged ſtone 
Diſtorts his neck, and cracks the collar bone; 
O vent'rous youth, thy thirſt of game allay, 
May ſt thou ſurvive the perils of this day ! 
He ſhall ſurvive ; and in late years be ſent 
To ſnore away Debates in Parliament. 

The time ſhall come, when his more ſolid ſenſe + 
Wich nod important ſhall the laws diſpenſe ; 
A Juſtice with grave Juſtices ſhall ſir, | 
He praiſe their wiſdom, th 8 admire his wit. 
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"No greyhoutd ſhaltattend the tenant's pace, 
No ruſty gun the farmer's chimney grace; 
Salmons ſhall leave their covers void of fear, 
Nor dread the thieviſh net or triple fpear;. 
Poachers ſhall tremble at his awful name, 
Whom vengeance now o'ertakes for murder'd game. 
Aſfiſt me, Bacchus, and ye drunken Pow'rs, 
To ſing his friendſhipsand his midnight hours! | T 
Why doſt thou glory in thy ſtrength of beer, \ 
Firm-cork'd, and mellow'd till the twentieth year; 
Brew'd or when Phxbus warms the fleecy ſign, 
Or when his languid rays in Storpto ſnine. 4 
Think on the miſchiefs which from hence have ſprung} 
It arms with curſes dire the wrachtul tongue 
Foul ſcandalto the lying lip affords, 
And prompts the mem'ry with injurious words. 
O where is wiſdom, when by this o'erpawer'd 7: 
The State is cenſur'd, and the maid deflower d! 
And wilt thou ſtill, O Squire, brew ale ſo ſtrong?” 
Hear then the dictates of prophetic ſong, 2 
Methinks I fee him in his hall appear. 
Where the long table floais in clammy beer. 
Midſt mugs and glaſſes ſnatter'd o'er che floor, 


Dead - drunk his ſervile crew ſupinely ſnore; TI 
Triumphant, o'er the proſtrate brutes he ſtands, , N. 
The mighty bumper trembles in his hands; Hi 
Boldly he drinks, and like his glorious Sires, , W 
In copious gulps of potent ale expires, A 
4 T 
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LYDIA. 


o W twenty ſprings had cloath'd 
1 the Park with green, 
"(| Since Lydia knew the bloſſom of | 
1 
moleſt, 


fifteen; 
8 . | 
And catch her at her Toilette half 
undreſt , 
The thund'ring knocker wakes the ſtreet no more, 
No chairs, no coaches croud her ſilent door; 
Her midnights once at cards and Hazard fled, 
Which now, alas! ſhe dreams away in bed, 
Around her wait Shocks, monkeys and mockayws}.. 
To fill the place of Fops, and perjur'd Beaus  . 
Intheſe ſhe views the mimickry of man, 
And ſmiles when grinning Pug gallants her fan; 
When Poll repeats; the — her car, 
For ſounds, like his, once told her Damon's care. 
With theſe alone her tedious mornings paſs; 
Or at the dumb devotion of her glaſs, 
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She ſmooths her brow, and frizles forth her hairs, Wh 
bi And fancys youthful dreſs gives youthful airs; * Wi 
1 With erimſon wool ſhe fixes ev'ry grace, Th 
. That not a bluſh can diſcompoſe her face. He 
i Reclin'd upon her arm ſhe penſive ſate, But 
i And curs'd th? inconſ{tancy of youth too late. "T1 
| | O Youth! O ſpring of life! for ever loſt ! Th 
|| No more my name ſhall reign-the fav'rite Toaſt, 1. 
On glaſs no more the di mond grave my name, He 
| And rhymes miſpell'd record alover's flame : Te 
| Nor ſhall ſide-boxes watch my reſtleſs eyes, Bu 

And as they catch the glance in rows ariſe T| 


With humble bows ; nor white-gloy'd Beaus encroach S0 
In crouds behind, to guard me to my coach, 
Ah helpleſs nymph! ſuch conqueſts are no more, 
For Chloe's now what Lydia was before 
Tis true, this Chloe boaſts the peach's bloom... 
Butdoes her nearer whiſper breathe perfume ?- 
IL on her taper ſhape is form'd to pleaſe.. 
Jet if you ſaw her unconfin'd by ſtays! 
She doubly to fifteen may make pretence, 
Alike we read it in her face and ſenſe, 
Her reputation! but that never yet | 
Could check the freedoms of a young Coquet. 
Why will ye then, vain Fops, her eyes believe? 
Hereyes can, like your perjur'd tongues, deceive.. 
What ſhall Ido? how ſpend the hateful day? 
At chappel ſhall I wearthe morn away ? 
Who there frequents at theſe unmodiſh hours, 
But ancient matrons with their frizled tow'rs, 
And gray religious maids? my preſence there 
Amid that ſober train wouldown deſpair ;. 
Nor am l yet ſo old; nor is my glance 
' Ax yet fixt wholly to devotion's trance. 
Strait then I'll dreſs, and take my wonted range 
Through ev ry Indian ſhop, through all the _—_— 3! 
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Where the tall jart erects his coſtly pride, - 
With antic ſhapes in China's azure dy d; 
There careleſs lies the rich brocade unroll'd, 
Here ſhines a cabinet with burniſh'd gold; 
But then remembrance will my grief renew, 
Twas there the raffling dice falſe Damon threw ; 
The raffling dice to him decide the prize. 
'Twas there he firſt convers'd with Chloe's eyes; 
Hence ſprung tb ill-fated cauſe of all my ſmart, . © 
To me the toy he gave, to her his heart, * © © 
But ſoon thy perj'ry in the gift was found,” 
The ſhiver'd China dropt upon the ground; 
Sure omen that thy vows would faithlefs prove; 
Frail was thy preſent, frailer is thy love. 

O happy Poll, in wiry priſon'pent ; 
Thou ne'er haſt known what love or rivals meant. 
And Pug with pleaſure can his fetters bear, bs 
Who ne'er beliey'd the vows that lovers fwear!. + 
How am I curſt L (unhappy and forlorn) 
With perjury, with love, and rival's ſcorn! 
Falſe are the looſe Coquet's juveiglng airs, | 
Falſe is the pompous grief of youthful heirs, 
Falſe is the cringing courtier's plighted word, 
Falſe are the dice when gameſters ſtamp the boards 
Falſe is the ſprightly widow's publick tear; | 
Yet theſe to Damon's oaths are all ſincere, 

Fly from perfidious man, the ſex diſdain, 
Let ſervile Che wear the nuptial chain. 
Damon is practis d in the modiſh life, 
Can hate, and yet be civil to a wife. 
He games; he ſwears; he drinks; he fights; he roves 3 
Vet Chloe can believe he fondly loves. 
Miſtreſs and wife can well ſupply his need, 
A mils for pleaſure, and a wie 12 breed. 
But Chlze's air is unconfin'd and gay, 


And can perhaps an injur'd bed repay ; - 
| Perna ps an in pay: rechagy 


— — — 
= — 
* — 


— — 
— 


8 — 3 S . 


n 


j 
} 
1 
| 
f 
. 
; 


o —— - - Ao a— IX 
1 17 dy 


228 EEE L 0:6 Ds. 


Perhaps her patient temper can behold 

The rival of her love adorn'd with gold, 4 

Powder'd with di'mends; free from thought and care, 

A husband's ſullen humours ſhe can bear. he 
Why are theſe ſobs ? and why theſe ſtreaming eyes, 

Is love the cauſe? no, I the ſex deſꝑiſe; 

I hate, I loath his baſe perfidious name. 

. Yet if he ſhould but feign a rival flame? 

But Chloe boaſts and triumphs in my pains, 

To her he's faithful, tis to me, he feigns. | 
Thus love-ſick Lydia rav d. Her maid appears; 

A band- box in her ſteady hand ſhe bears. 

How well this ribband's gloſs becomes your face, 

She crys, in raptures! then, ſo ſweet a lace / 

How charmingly you look! ſo bright! ſo fair! 

*Tis to your eyes the head-dreſs owes its air. 

Strait Lydia ſmil'd ; the comb adjuſts her locks,. 


And at the Play-houſe Harry keeps her box. 
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DORIS and ME LAN THE. 


2 
XS 


ers had toll'd, 
And coaches to the Patron's Levee roll'd, 
When Doris roſe, And now through alt 
JENS @— theroom a 
From. flow' ry Tea exhales a fragrant fume, 
Cup after cup they ſipt, and talk d by fits, 
For Doris here? and there Melanthe fits, 
Doris was young, a laughter. loving dame, 
Nice of her owa alike and others fame; 
Melanthe's tongue could well a tale advance, 
And ſooner gave than ſunk a circumſtance , 
Lock'd in her mem'ry ſecrets neverdy'd; 4 
Doris begun, Melanthe thus reply d. 
DORIS. 
Sylvia the vain fantaſtic Fop admires, 
Tue Rake's looſe gallantry her boſom fires; 
Sylvia like that is vain, like this ſhe roves, 


In liking them ſhe but her ſelf approves, 


ANT James's noon- day bell for pray- 
VE ay pray 
8 
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mn. MEL 1ANTHE. »- — 
Laura rails on at men, the ſex reviles, | That 
Their vice condemns, or at their folly ſmiles. 
Why ſhould her tongue in juſt reſentment fall, 
Since men at her with equal freedom rail ? 
DORIS. 
Laſt Maſqueradewas B li nymphlike-ſeen, 
Her hand a crook ſuſtain'd, her dreſs was green; 
An am'rous ſnepherd led her through the croud, - 
The nymph was innocent, the ſnepherd vow'd; 
But nymphs their innocence with ſhepherds truſt; 
So both withdrew, as nymph and ſhepherd muſt, . 
" MELANTHE. | 
Name but the licence of the modern ſtage, 


* 


Laura takes fire, and kindles into rage; WI 
The whining Tragic love ſhe ſcarce can bear, Rol 
But nauſeous Comedy ne'er ſhock'd her ear; Cy 
Yet in the gallry mob'd; ſhe ſits ſecure, Ro 
And laughs at jeſts that turn the Box demure. 25 
DORIS. | Bi 

Truſt not, ye Ladys, to your beauty's pow'r, . 
For beauty withers, like a ſhrivell'd flower; P 
Yet thoſe fair flow'rs that Sylvia's temples bind. A 
Fade not with ſudden blights or winter's wind x 
Like thoſe he: face defys the rolling years, \ 


For art her roſes and her charms repairs... 
MELAN TH E. ; 

Laura deſpiſes ev'ry outward grace, 1 

The wanton ſparkling eye, the blooming face; | 

The beauries of the ſoul are all her pride, | 

For other beauties Nature has deny'd; 

It affectation ſhow a beauteous mind, 

Lives there a man to Lawra's merits blind? 

DORIS. 
Sylvia be ſure defies the town's reproach, 
Whoſe Deſhabille is ſoil'd in hackney coach; 


What 
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What though the ſaſh was clos'd? muſt we conclude, 
That ſhe was yielding, when her Fop was rude? 
B EAN THE. 
Laura learnt caution at too dear a coſt, q 
What Fair could e'er retrieve her honour loſt? : 
Secret ſue loves; and who the nymph can blame, 
Who durſt not own a footman's vulgar flame? 
DORIS. 
Though Laura's homely taſte deſcends ſo low; - 
Her footman well may vye with Sylvia's Beau, 
MEL ANTHE, 
Yet why ſhould Laura think it a diſgrace, « 
When proud Miranda's groom wears Flander's lace?” 
DORIS. 
What, though for muſick Cynthio boaſts an ear? 
Robin perhaps can hum an Opera air. 
cynthio can bow, takes ſnuff, and dances well, 
Robin talks common fenſe, can write and ſpell; 
$ylvia's vain fancy dreſs and ſhow admires, 
But tis the man alone who Laura fires. 
MELANTHE, 
Nato's wiſe morals Laura's ſoul improve: 
And this no doubt muſt be Platonic love ! 
Her ſoul to gen'rous acts was ſtill inelin d; 
What ſhows more virtue than an humble mind? 
DORIS, 
What, though young Sylv;a.love the Park's cool ſnag, ( 
And wander in the dusk the ſecret glade ? 
Maſqu'd and alone (by chance) ſhe met her Spark, - 
That innocence is weak which ſhuns the dark. p 
MEL ANTHE. | 
But Laura for her flame has no pretence; 
Her footman is a footman too in ſenſe. 
All Prudes I hate, and thoſe are rightly curſt 
With ſcandal's double load, who cenſure firſt, 
DORFS, 
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| D.ORIS- 
Aud what if CynthioSylvia'sgarter yd? 
Who ſuch a foot aad ſuch a leg would hide; 
When crook-knee'd Phils can expoſe to view. | 
Her gold-clock'd ſtocking, and her tawdry ſhoe? © = 
MEL ANTHE, 
It pure Devotion center inthe face, 
If cens'ring others ſhow intrinſick grace; 


If. guilt to publickftreedoms be confin'd, 

Prudes (all muſt own) are of the holy kind! F 
DORIS. 

Sylvia diſdains reſerye, and flys conſtraint: 

She neither is, nor would be thought a Saint. F 


MEL ANTHE. 
Love is a trivial paſſion, Laura crys, 
May I be bleſt with friendſhip's ſtricter tyes; 
To ſuch a breaſt all ſecrets we commend ; 
Sure the whole D#awing-room is Laura's friend.” 
PURI”. 5 — 
At marriage Sylvia rails; who men would truſt 2 - 
Yet husband's jealouſies are ſometimes juſt, 
Her favours Sylvia ſhares among mankind, 
Such gen'rous love ſhould never be conſin d. 


As thus alternate chat employ'd their tongue, 
With thund' ring raps the brazen knocker rung. 
Laura with Sylvia came; the nymphs ariſe: 
This unexpected viſit, Doris crys, - > 
Is doubly kind! Melanthe Laura led, 

Since I was laſt ſo bleſt, my dear, ſne ſaid; 
Sure tis an age! they ſate; the hour was ſet -, 
And all again that night at Ombre met. 
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SABINA E. U GT. 
vic bad the moon perform'd ber 


, monthly race, 
FRA Since firſt the. veil o ercaſt Sabina's 
WH tace. | | 
rben dy'd the tender partner of her 
— bed. 


And lives Sabine when Fidelio's dead Þ 

Fidelio's dead, and yet Sabina lives. 

But ſee the tribute of. her tears ſhe gives; 

Their abſent Lord her rooms in ſable mourn, 

And all the day the glimmering tapers burn; 
Stretch'd on the couch of, ſtate ſhe penſive lies, 
While oft” the ſnowy Cambric wipes her ej es. 
Now enter'd Lucy, truſty Lucy knee | 
To roll a ſleeve, or bear a Billet - doux ; 
Her ready :ongue, in ſecret ſervice try d, 
With equal flueney ſpoke truth or ly'd, 

She well could fluſh, or humble a. gallant, 


Aud ſerve. at once as maid and confidant; N 
A 1 4 


f 


His graceful perſon and genteel addreſs. 
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A letter from her faithful ſtays ſhe took: 
Sabma ſnatch'd it with an angry look, 
And thus in haſty words her grief confeſt, 
While Lucy ſtrove to ſooth her troubled breaſt, 
S$SABIXN A. 
What, {till Myrtillo's hand! his flame I ſcorn, 
Give back his patſion with the ſeal untorn. 
To break our ſoft repoſe has man a right, 
And are we doom'd to read whate'er they write? 
Not all the ſex my firm reſolves ſhall move; 
My life's a lite of ſorrow, not of love. 
May Lydia's wrinkles all my forehead trace, 
And Celia's paleneſs ſicken o'er my face, 
May Fops of mine, as Flavia's fayours, boaſt, 
And Coquets triumph in my honour loſt; 
May cards employ my nights, and never more 
May theſe curſt eyes behold a Matadore! 
Break China, periſh Shock, die Perroquet ? 
When I Fideliv's dearer love forget. 
Fideljo's judgment ſcorn'd the foppiſh train, 
His aic was eaſy, and his dreſs was plain, 
His words ſincere, reſpect his preſence drew, 
And on his lips ſweet converſation grew. 
Where's wit, where's beauty, where is virtue fledt 
Alas! they're now no more; Fidelio's dead! 
LUCY. 
Yet when he liv'd, he wantedev'ry grace; 
That eaſy air was then an aukward pace: 
Have not your ſighs in whiſpers often faid, - 
His dreſs was ſlovenly, his ſpeech ill-bred 2 
Have not I heard you, with a ſecret tear, 
Call that ſweet converſe ſullen and ſevere ? 
Think not 1 come to take Myrtillo's part, 
Let Chloe, Daphne, Doris ſhare his heart. 
Let Chloe's love in ev xy ear expreſs 
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well may judge, what ſhaft has Daphne hit, 
Who can be ſilent to admire his wit. 
is equipage and liv'ries Doris move, 
But Chloe, Daphne, Doris fondly love. 
Sooner ſhall Cits in faſhions guide the Court, 
And Beaus upon the buly Change reſort ; 
cooner the nation ſhall from ſnuff be freed, 
And Fop's apartments ſmoak with India's weed, 
Sooner 1'd wiſh and ſigh through nunn'ry grates, 
Than recommend the flame Sabina hates, 
SABINA. 
Becauſe ſome widows are in haſte ſubdu'd 
Shall ev'ry Fop upon our tears intrude? 
Can l forget my lov'd Fidelios tongue, 
Soft as the warbling of Italian fong 2 
Did not his roſy lips breathe forth perfume, 
Fragrant as ſteams from Tea's imperial bloom? 
LU CV. 
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Yet once you thought that tongue a greater curſe 


Than ſquawles of children for an abſent nurſe, 
Have you not fancy'd in his frequent kiſs 
Th ungrateful leavings of a filthy Miſs ? 

8 * BIN A. 
Love, I thy pow'r defie; no ſecond flame, 
Shall ever raze my dear Fidelio's name. 
Fannia without a tear mi ht loſe her Lord 
Who ne'er enjoy'd his preſ ence but at board, 
And why ſhould ſorrow ſit on Tesbias face? 
Are there ſuch comforts in aſot's embrace? 
No friend, no lover is to Lesbia dead, 
For Lesbia long had known a ſep'rate bed. 


Guſh forth, ye tears ; waſte, waſte, ye ſighs, wy SEP * 


My days, my nights were by Fidelio bleſt: 
LUCY. | 

You cannot ſure forget how oft' you ſaid 

His teazing fondneſs jealouſy betray'd ! 


When 
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When at the Play the neighb ring box he took, 
You thought you read ſuſpicion in his look; gh 
When cards and counters flew around the board, 4 
Have you not wiſh'd the abſence of your Lord? | 
His company was then a poor pretence, ., ' 
To check the freedoms of a wife's expence! 
SABINAA. 
But why ſhould I Myrtillo*spaſhon blame, 
Since Love's a fierce involuntary flame ? 
LUCY. 
Could he the ſallys of his heart withſtand, 
Why ſnould he not to Che give his hand? A 
For Chloe's handfome, yet he ſlights her flame z 
Laſt night ſhe fainted at Sabina's name. 
Why, Daphne, doſt thou blaſt Sabina's charms 2. Bet 
Sabina kee ps no lover from thy arms. 
At Crimp Myrtillo play'd, in kind regards 
Doris threw love, unmindful of the cards; 
Doris was touch'd with ſpleen; her fan he rent, 
Flew from the table and to tears gave vent. 
Why, Doris, doſt thou curie Sabina's eye; 
To her Myriillo is a vulgar prize. 4, 
SABIN 4. 
Yet ſay, Ilov'd; how loud would cenſure call 
So ſoon to quit the duties of the veil! 
No, ſooner Plays and Op'ras Fd forſwear, 
And change theſe China jars for Tunbridge ware; 
Or truſt my mother as.a C onfidant, 


Or fix a friendſhip with my.maiden aunts, Belo 
Than till to morrow throw my weeds away, Lan 
Yet let me ſee him, if he come to day ! Yet 
And 

Haſty ſhe ſnatch'd the letter, tore the ſeal; * 
She read, and bluſhes glow'd beneaththe veil. Thi 


T.HE 


ESPOUSAL. 
A Sober EcLoGUE. 
Between two of the P eople called 


QUAKERS. 
CALE'B. TABIT HA. 


Eneath the ſnadow of a beaver hat, 

FE Meck Caleb at a ſilent meeting fate; 

His eye- balls oft* forgot the holy trance, 

While Tabitha demure, returf'd the 
glance. | 

The Meeting ended, Caleb ſilence broke, 

And Tabitha her inward yearnings ſpoke. 

G-L'L-BB.* 

Beloved, ſee how all things follow love, | 

Lamb fondleth lamb, and dove diſports with dove; 

Yet fondled lambs their innocence ſecure, 

And none can call the turtle's bill impure; 

O faireſt of our liſters, let me be 

The billing dove, and fondling lamb to thee; 
TABITHA, 

But, Caleb, know that birds of gentle mind 

Elect a mate among the ſober kind, 


Kat 
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Not the mockaws, all deck d in ſcarlet pride, 3 
Entice their mild and modeſt hearts aſide; un 


1 


— 
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— — — 
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— 
— - 


For verily no gift the.ſiſters take 
Forluſt of gain, but tor the giver's ſake, 


But thou, vain man, beguil'd by Popiſn ſhows, = p 
Doateſt on ribbands, flounces, furbelows. lock c 
If thy falſe heart be fond of tawdry dyes, 33 
Go, wed the painted arch in ſummer skies; on this 
Such love will like the rainbow's hue decay, Man by 
Strong at the firſt, but paſſeth ſoon away. | The or 
4 _ ines. > 
Name not the frailties of my youthful days, 1 Tab 
When vice miſ-led me through the barlot's ways; My pul 
When I with wanton look thy ſex beheld, d * 
And nature with each wanton look rebell'd; The ſp 
Then parti-colour'd pride my heart might moye How d 
With lace; the net to catch unhallowꝰ'd love. Red as 
All ſuch- like love is fading as the flower, When 
Springs in a day, and withereth in an hour: Garde! 
But now I feel the ſpouſal loye within, With v 
And ſpouſal love no ſiſter holds a fin, How d 
A TABITH A. Word: 
I know thou longeſt for the flaunting maid, But, 7 
"4 Thy falſehood own, and ſay I am betray'd; 

4 The tongue of man is bliſter'd o'er with lies, Is Tab 
be. But truth is ever read in woman's eyes; | Does 
"rd O that my lip obey d a tongue likethine! Then 
1 Or chat thine eye bewray'd a love like mine This ſ 
164 6 4 LZ. ö Soone 
iy How bitter are thy words! forbear to teaze, _ And 
1 I too might blame — but love delights to 2 Soon 
i Why ſhould I tell thee, that when laſt the ſi lafla 
| i Painted the downy peach of Newington, Or m 
11 Joſiab led thee turough the garden's walk, Than 
1 And mingled melting kifſes with his talk ? 

Wy Ah Jealouſy! turn, turn thine eyes aſide, VWhe! 
; How can I ſee that watch adora thy ſide # Teac 


ern 

1 own, Yoſiah gave the golden to, 

Which did the righteous hand of Mare employ; 

When Caleb hath ailign'd ſome happy day,. 

look on this and chide the hours delay : . - 

And when Joſiah would his love purſue, 

On this I look and ſhun his wanton view. 

Man but in yain with trinkets trys to move, 

The only preſent love demands is love. 

. CALE B. 

ih Tabitha, to hear theſe words of thine, 

My pulſe beats high, as if inflam'd with wine! 

When to the brethren firſt with fervent zeal 

The ſpirit moy'd thy yearnings to reveal, 

How did I joy thy trembling lip to ſee 

Red as the cherry from the Kentiſh tre 

When Ecſtaſie had warm'dthy look ſo meek, 

Gardens of roſes bluſhed on thy cheek, 

With what ſweet tranſport didſt thou roll thine eyes, 

How did thy words provoke the brethren's ſighs! 

Words that with holy ſighs might others move, 

Bur, Tabitha, my ſighs were ſighs of love. 

1A 

Is Tabitha beyond her wiſhes bleſt ? 

Does no proud worldly dame divide thy breaſt ? 

Then hear me, Caleb, witneſs what I ſpeak, 

This ſolemn promiſe death alone can break; 

Sooner I would bedeck my brow with lace, 

And with immodeſt fav'rites ſhade my face, 

Sooner like Babylon's Jewd whore be dreſt 

In flaring di'monds and a ſcarlet veſt, 

Or make a curtſie in Cathedral pew, | 

Than prove inconſtant, while my Caleb's true. 
CALE B. | 

When I prove falſe, and Tabitha forſake, . 

Teachers ſhall dance a jig at country wake; | 

- Brethren + 
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Brethren unbeaver'd then ſhall bow their head, 

And with prophane mince-pies our babes be fed. 
1414174. 

If that Joſiah were with paſſion fir d, 

Warm as the zeal of youth when firſt inſpir'd; 


In ſteady loye though he might perſevere, 


Unchanging as the decent garb we wear, 
And thou wert fickle as the wind that blows, 
Light as the feather on the head of Beaux; 
Yet I for thee would all thy ſex reſiꝑn, 
Siſters, take all the ret _..be Caleb mine. 
"2: CALESB. 
Though I had all that ſinful love affords, 
Andallthe concubines of all the Lords, 
Whoſe couches creak with whoredom's ſinful ſhame, 
Whoſe velvet chairs are withadult'ry lame 
Ev'n in the harlot's hall, I wou'd not ſip 
The dew of lewdneſsfrom her lyinꝑ lip; 
I'd ſfrun her paths, upon thy mouth to dwell, 
More ſweet than powder which the merchants ſell; 
O ſolace me with kiſſes pure like thine ! 
Enjoy, ye Lords, the wanton concubine. 
The ſpring now calls us forth; come, ſiſter, come, 
To ſee the primroſe, and the daiſie bloom. 
het ceremony bind the worldly pair, 
Siſters eſteem the breth'rens word ſincere. 
TABITH A. 
Eſpouſals are but forms. O lead me hence, 
For ſecret love can never give offence. 


Then hand in hand the loving mates withdraw. 
True love is nature unreſtrain'd by law, 
This tenent all the holy ſe& allows. 
So Tabitha took earneſt of a ſpouſe, 
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To my ingenious and worthy Friend 


Author of that celebrated treatiſe in 
folio, calledthe Laxo-Tax BILL. 


HEN Poets print their works, the ſerib- 
bling crew ; 

Stick the Bard o'er with Bays, like Chriſt» 

mas pew: 

Can meagre Poetry ſuch fame deſerye? 

Can Poetry; that only writes to ſtarve ? 

And ſhall no laurel deck that famous head, 

In which the Senate's annual law is bred ? 

That hoary head, which greater glory fires, 

By nobler ways and means true fame acquires, 

O had I Virgit's force to ſing the man, 

Whoſe learned lines can millions raife fer ann. 

Great L — his praiſe ſhould ſwell tbe trump of fame, 

And Rapes and Wapentakes reſound his name. 

R 2 If 
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If the blind Poet gain d a long renown 

By ſigning ev'ry Grecian chief and town; 
Sure L— his proſe. much greater fame requires, 
Which ſweetly counts five thouſand Lace 
Their ſeats, their eitys, pariſhes and ſhires. [Squires, J. 
Thy capious Preamble ſo ſmoothly runs 
Taxesno more appear like legal duns, 
Lords, Knights, and Squires th Aſſeſſor's power obey, 
We read with pleaſure, though with pain we pay. 

Ah why did d thy works defame ! 

That author's long harangue betrays his name; 
After his ſpeeches can his pen ſucceed }- - 
Though forc'd to hear, we're not oblig'd to read. 

Under what ſcience ſhal! thy works be read ? 

All know thou wert not Poet born and bred ; 
Or doſt thou boaſt th Hiſtorian's laſting pen, 
Whoſe annals are the Acts of worthy men? 
No. Satyr is thy talent; and each laſh 
Makes the rich Miſer tremble o'er his caſh , 
What on the Drunkard can be more ſevere, 
Than direful taxes on his ale and beer? 

Ev'n Button's Wits are nought compar'd to thee, 
Who ne'er were known or prais'd but o'er his Tea, 
While thou through Britain's diſtant ifle ſhalt ſpread, 
In ev'ry Hundred and Diviſion read. 

Criticks in Claſſics oft iaterpolate, 

But eV ry word of thine is fix d as Fate. 

Some works come forth at morn, but die at night 
In blazing fringes round a tallow light, 

some may perhaps to a whole week extend, 
Like S (when unaſſiſt ed by a friend) 

But thou ſhal: live a year in ſpite of fate: 

And where's your author boaſts a longer date? 
Poets of old had ſuch a wondrous power, 
That with their verſes they could raiſe a tower; 
But in thy Proſe a greater force is found; 


What Poetever rair'd ten thouſand pound? Cad. 
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calmus, by ſowing dragon's teeth, we read, 

quis d a vaſt army from the poys nous ſeed, 

by labours, Z---, can e wore do, 

hou raiſeſt armies, and canſt pay them too. 
Truce with thy dreaded pen; thy Annals ceaſe; 
Why need we armies when the land's in peace? 
Soldiers are perfect devils in their way, 

Fhenonce they're raig'd, they're curſed hard to lay. 


| 


N. 
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ON G had Pant hea felt Love's ſecret ſmart, 
And hope and fear alternate rul'd her heart ; 
Conſenting glances had her flame confeſt. 
ln woman's eyes her very ſout's expreſt) 
Perjur'd Alexis ſaw the bluſhing maid, 
He ſaw,” he ſwore, he conquer'd and betray'd x: 
Another love now calls him from her arms, 
His fickle heart another beauty warms ; 
Thoſe oaths-oft* whiſper'd.in Panthea's. ears, 
He now again to Galatea ſweats, 
Beneath a beech th* abandon'd virgin laid, 
In grateful ſolitude enjoys the ſhade; | 
There with faint voice ſhe breath'd theſe moving ſtrains; 
While ſighing Zephyrs ſha:'d her am'rous pains. 
Pale ſettled ſorrow hangs upon my brow, 
Dead are my charms; Alexis, breaks his vow ! 
Think, think, dear ſhepherd, on the days you knew, 
When I was happy, when my ſwain was true; 
Think how thy looks and tongue are tor m'd to move, 
Ind think yet more - that all my fault was love. 
R | hf Ah, 
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Ah, could you view me in this wretched ſtate! 
You might not love me, but you could not hate. 
Could you behold me in this conſcious ſhade, 
Where firſt thy yows, where firſt my love was paid, 
Worn out with watching, ſullen with deſpair, 
And ſee each eye ſwell with a guſhing tear? 
Could you behold me on this moſſy bed, 
From my pale cheek the lively crimſon fled, 
Which in my ſofter hours you oft” have ſworn, 
With roſie beauty far out-bluſh'd the morn 
Could you untouch'd this wretched object bear, 
And would not loſt Panthea claim a tear? | 
You could not ſure tears from your eyes would ſteal, 
And unawares thy tender ſoul reveal. 
Ah, no!---thy ſoul with crue'ty is fraught, 
No tenderneſs diſturbs thy ſavage thought; 
Sooner ſhall tygers ſpare the trembling lambs, 
And wolves with pity hear their bleating dams; 
Sooner ſhall vultures from their quarry fly, 


Than falſe Alexis for Panthia ſigh, 


Thy boſom ne er a tender thought conleſt, 
Sure ſtubborn flint has arm'd thy cruel breaſt ;- 
But hardeſt flints are worn by frequent rains, 
And the ſoft drops diſſolve their ſolid veins; 
While thy relentleſs heart more hard appears, 
And is not ſotten'd by a flood of tears, 

Ah, what is love! Panthea's joys are gone, 
Herliberty, her peace, her reaſon flown! 
And when I view me in the watry glaſs, 

I find Panthea now, not what ſhe was. 

As northern winds the new- blown roſes blaſt, 
And on the ground their fading ruins eaſt; 

As ſudden blights corrupt the ripen'd grain, 
And of its verdure ſpoil the mournful plain; 

So hapleſs love on blooming features preys, 
So hapleſs love deſtroys our peaceful days, 
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Come, gentle ſleep, relieve theſe weary'd eyes, 
ſorrow in thy ſoft embraces dies: 

here, ſpite of all thy perjur'd yows, I find 

iithleſs Alexis languiſhingly kind; 
bmetimes he leads me by the mazy ſtream, 


ind pleaſingly deludes me in my dream; 
dmetimes he guides me to the ſecret grove, 
Where all our looks, and all our talk is love; 

Ob, could I thus conſume each tediousday, 

lud in ſweet ſlumbers dream my lite away; 

Jut ſleep, which now no morexelieyes theſe eyes, 
Tomy ſad ſoul the dear deceitdenfes, 

W ny does the ſun dart forth his chearful rays? : 
Why do the woods reſound with warbling lays? 
Why doesthe roſe her gratetul fragrance yield, 
And yellow cowſlips paint the ſmiling field? 

Why do the ſtreams with murm'ring muſick flow, 
And why do groves their friendly ſhade beſtow? 

Let ſable clouds the chearful ſun deface, 

Let mournful ſilence ſeize the feather'd race; 

No more, ye roſes, grateful fragrance yield, 
Droop, droop,.ye cowilips, in the blaſted field; 
No more, ye ſtreams, with murm'ring muſick flow. 
And let not groves a friendly ſhade beſtow :. 

With ſympachizing grief let nature mourn, 

And never khow the youthful ſpring's return: 
Aad ſhall I never more Alexis ſee ? 

Then what is ſpring, or grove or ſtream to me ? 

Why ſport the skipping lambs on yonder plain? 
V hy do the birds their tuneful voices ſtrain ? 

Why frisk thoſe heifers in the cooling grove ? 
Their happier life is ignorant of love, 

Oh! lead me to ſome melancholy cave, 
Tolull my ſorrows in a living grave; 

From the dark rock where daſhing waters fall, 


And creeping ivy hangs the craggy wall 
es " - Vhew 
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Where I may waſte in tears my hours away, 


And never know the ſeaſons or the day. Canſt tl 

Dye, dye, Panthea----flie this hateful grove, Diſdain 

For what is life without the Swain I love : = 
* 170) | But 
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OW phœbus roſe; and with his early beams Throt 
Wak'd ſlumb' ring Delia from her pleaſing dreams? het 

Her wiſhes by her fancy were ſupplyd, Ah 
And in her ſleep the nuptial knot was ty'd, or e: 
With ſecret joy ſhe ſaw the morning ray Tt 
Chequerthe floor, and through the curtains play; Since 
The happy morn that ſhall her bliſs compleat, How 
And all her rivals envious hopes defeat. And 
In haſte ſhe roſe; fo getful of her pray'rs, Didi 
Fl-w to the glaſs, and practis'd o'er her airs: And 
Her new- ſet jewels round her robe are plac'd, Didi 
Some in a brilliant buckle bind her waiſt ; And 
Some ound her neck a circling light diſplay, * 
Some in her hair diffuſe a trembling ray rr 
The ſilver knot o'erlooks the Mechlen lace, F 
And adds becoming beauties to her face: Ho\ 
Brocaded flow'rs oer the gay manteau ſhine; Sur 
And the rich ſtayt her taper ſhape confine ; Wh 
Thus all her drefs exerts a gracetul pride, Wh 
And ſporting Loves ſurround th* expecting bride, Go 
For Daphnis now attends the bluſning maid, My 
Beiorethe Prieſt their ſolemn yows are paid; My 
This day which ends at once all Delia's cares, M. 
Shall ſwell a thouſand eyes with ſecret tears. In 
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Ceaſe, Araminta, tis in vain to grieve, 
canſt thou from Hymen's bonds the youth retrieye 2 
Diſdain his-perj'rys, and no longer mourn: 
Recal my love, and find a ſure return. 
But ſtill the wretched maid no comfort knows, 
nd with reſentment cheriſhes her woes; 
Alone ſhe pines, and in theſe mournful trains, 
of Daphnis* vows, and her own fate complains, 
Was it for this I ſparkled at the Play, 
Andloiter'd in the Ring whole hours away! 
When it thy chariot in the circle ſhone, 
Our mutual paſſion by our looks was known: 
Through the gay crowd my watchful glances flew, 
Vhere-e'er l paſs thy grateful eyes purſue. 
Ah faithliſs youth ! too well you ſaw my pain; 
For eyes the language of the ſoul explain, 1 
Think, Daphnis, think that ſcarce five days are fled, 
Since(O lalſe tongue !)thoſe treach'rous things you ſaid 
How did you praiſe my ſhape and graceful airt -|- * 
And woman thinks all compiiments ſincere, 
Didſt thou not then in rapture ſpeak thy flame, 
And in ſof. ſighs breath Araminta's name? 
Didſt thou not then with oaths thy paſſion prove, 
And with an awful trembliag, ſay----I love? 
Ah faithleſs youth | too well you ſaw my pain; 
For eyes the language of the ſoul expiain, 
How could'ſt thou thus, ungrateful youth, deceive? 
How could I thus, unguarded maid, believe? 
Sure thou canſt well recal that fatal night, 
When ſubtle love firſt enter'd at my ſight + 
When in the dance I was thy partner choſe, 
Go is! whata rapture in my boſom roſe! 
My trembling hand my ſudden joy confeſs'd, 
My glowing cheeks a wounded heart expreſs d; 
My looks ſpoke love z while you with anſw'ring eyes, 
In killing glances made as kind replies, 2 > k 
i. 
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Think, Daphnis, think, what tender things you ſaid, 
Think what confuſion all my ſoul betray d; 
You call'd my grace ful preſence Cynthia's air, 
And when 1 ſung, the Syreus charm'd your ear; 
My flame blown up by flatt' ry ſtronger grew, 
A gale of love in ey'ry whiſper flew. 
Ah faithleſs youth ! too well you ſaw my pain; 
For eyes the language of the ſoul explain. 


Whene'er 1 dreſs'd,. my maid, who knew my flamg, 


Cheriſh'd my paſſion with thy lovely name; 
Thy picture in her talk ſo lively grew, 
That thy dear image roſe before my view; 
She dwelt whole hours upon thy ſhape and mien, 
And wounded Dslia's fame to ſooth my ſpleen : . 
When ſhe beheld me at the name grow pale, 
Strait to thy charms ſhe chang'd her artful tale; 
And when thy matchleſs charms were quite run o' er,. 
I bid her tell the pleaſing tale once more, 
Oh, Daphuis 4 from rlry. Araminta Heal 1-4. 54 
Oh, to my love for ever, ever dead! 
Like death, his nuptials all my hope remove, 
And ever part me from the man I love. 
Ah faithleſs yauth! too well you ſaw my pain, 
For eyes the language of the ſoul explain. 
O might I by my crue! fate be thrown, 
In ſome retreat far from this hate ſul town! 
Vaiudreſs and glaring equipage, adieu! 
Let happier nymphs thoſe empty ſhows purſue, . 
Me, let ſome melancholy ſhade ſurround, 
Where not the print of human ſtep is found, 
In the gay dance my feet no more ſhall move, 
But bear me faintly through the lonely grove, 
No more theſe hands ſhall o'er the ſpinnet bound, 
And from the ſleeping ſtrings call forth the ſound . 
Muſick adieu, farewel Italian airs! 
The croaking raven now ſhall ſooth my cares. 


On 
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On ſome old ruin loſt in thought I reſt, 

And think how Araminta once was bleſt ; 

There o'er and o'er thy letters I peruſe, 

And all my grief in one kind ſentence loſe, 

Some tenderline by chance my woe beguiles,. 

And on my cheek a ſhort- liv d pleaſure ſmiles ; 

Why is this dawn of joy? flow tears again; 

Vain are theſe oaths, and all theſe yows are yain ;. 

Daphnit, alas! the Gordian knot hasty'd, 

Nor force nor cunning can the band divide. 
Ah ſaithleſs youth! ſince eyes the ſoul explain, 

Why knew I not that artful tongue could ſeign? 


A N 
ELEGY on 4 LAP-DOG. 


HDCR's fate I mourn, poor Shock is now no more, 
Ye Muſes mourn, ye chamber-maids deplore.. 

Uahappy Shock?! yet more unhappy Fair, 

Doom' d to ſurvive thy joy and only care! 

Thy wretched finger's now no more ſhall deck, 

And tye the favꝰrite. ribband round his neck; 

No more thy hand ſhall ſmooth his gloſſy hair, 

And comb the wavings of his pendent ear. 

Yet ceaſe thy flowing grief, forſaken maid ;. 

All mortal pleaſures in a moment fade : 

Our ſureſt hope is in an hour deſtroy'd, 

And love, beſt gift of heav'n, not long enjoy 'd. 
Methinks I ſee her frantick with deſpair, _ 

Her ſtreaming eyes,, wrung hands, and flowing hair 3. 

Her Mechlen pinners rent the floor heſtrow, , 


And her torn fan gives: eal ſigns of woe. 
7 - Henre 


” 
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Hence Superſtition, that tormenting gueſt, Have ff 
That haunts with fancy d fears the coward breaſt, 


No dread events upon this fate attend, ones 
Stream eyes no more, no more thy treſſes rend. — 
Tho? certain omens oft' fore warn a ſtate, Nor © 
And dyinglyons ſhow the monarch's fate; het 
Why ſhould ſuch fears bid Celia's ſorrow riſe ? * 
For when a Lap- dog falls, no lover dies. e. 
Ceaſe, Celia, ceaſe; reſtrain thy flowing tears, It mig 
Some warmer paſſion will diſpel thy cares. * 
In man you'll find a more ſubſtantial bliſs, _ 
More grateful toying, and a ſweeter kiſs, 11 — 
He's dead. Oh lay him gently in the ground Lamp 


And may his tomb be by chis verſe renown'd, 
Here Shock, the pride of all his ind, is laid; 


Who fawn'dlice man, but ud er like man betray'd. 


— — 


A —— — — 1 * A 


T 0 


A young Lady, with ſome LAMS⁵yRE NYS. Had 


W 

I THlovers'twasof old the faſhion: _ 

By preſents to convey their paſſion ; ge 

No matter what the gift they ſent, * 
The Lady ſaw that love was meant. To 
Fair Atalanta, as a favour, As. 
Took the boar's head her Hero gave her; Ag} 
Nor could the briſtly thing affront her, Th 
*T was a fit preſent from a hunter, Yo 
When Squires ſend woodcocks to the dame;. 0 
It ſerves to ſhow their abſent flame: | 
Some by a ſnip of woven hair, | Ne 


In poſied lockets bribe the fair; 


cara 


How many mercenary matches 
Have ſprung from Di mond- rings and watches! 
But hold a ring, a watch, a locket, 
Would drain at once a Poet's pocket 
He ſhould ſend ſongs that coſt him nought, 
Nor ev'n be-prodigal of thought. 
Why then ſend Lampreys? fye, for ſhame! 
"Twill ſet a virgin's.blood on flame, 
This to fifteen a proper gift! 
t might lend ſixty fave a lift, 
know your maiden Aunt will ſcold, 
And think my preſent ſomewhat bold, 
Iſee her litt her hands and eyes. 
What eat it, Niece ; eat Spaniſh flies! 
Lamprey's a moſt immodeſt diet: 
You'll neither wake nor ſleep in quiet. 
Should I to night eat Sago eream, 
Twould make me bluſh to tell my dream; 
IfI eat Lobſter, tis ſo warming, : 
That &Y*ry man I ſee looks charming; 
Wherefore had not the filthy fellow 
Laid Rocheſter upon your pillow ? 
I yow and ſwear, I think the preſent 
Had been as modeſt and as decent. 
Who has her virtue in her power? 
Each day has its unguarded hour; 
Always in danger of undoing, 
A prawn, a ſhrimp may prove our ruin! 
The ſhepherdeſs, who lives on ſallad, - 
To cool her youth, controuls her palate 
Should Djaz's turn liqu'riſhlivers, 
And of huge lampreys rob the riyers, 
Then all beſide each glade and Viſto, 
You'd ſee Nymphs lying like Califle. 
The man who meant to heat your blood, 
Needs not himſelf ſuch vicious food 
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.4 
In this, I own, your Aunt is clear, Wh 
I ſent you what I well might ſpare : 1 
For when l ſee you, (without joking) 1 pn 
Youreyes, lips, breaſts, are ſo provoking, — Hh 
They ſet my heart more cock- a-hoop, 3 = 
Than could whole ſeas of craw-fiſh ſoupe. —— 
Yet 
_ "Bp Were 
 & Of Tr: 
PRO LOG U E Jad 
No tri 
De ſign d for the Paſtoral Tragedy of D 1 © Nu. oy y 
ith 
= E RE was a time (Oh were thoſe daysrenew'd! —— L 
E'er tyrant laws had woman's will ſubdu d; He h: 
Then nature rul'd, and love, devoid of art, Wha 
"Spoke the conſenting language of the heart. Yetſ 
Love uncontroul'd! inſipid, poor delight! 
Tis the reſtraint that whets our appetite. 
Behold the beaſts who range the foreſts free, Ee 
Behold the birds who fly from tree to tree; 
In their amours ſee nature's power appear! Sw. 


And do they love? Ves One mouth in the year. 
Were theſe the pleaſures of the golden reign? 
And did free nature thus inftru& the ſwain 
I envy not, ye nymphs, your am'rous bowers : 
Such harmleſs ſwains / I'm ev'n content with ours, 
But yet there's ſomething in theſe ſylvan ſcenes 
That tells our fancy what the lover means; 
Name but the moſly bank, and moon-light grove, 
Is there a heart that does not beat with love? 
To night we treat you with ſuch country fare, 
Then for your lover's ſake our author ſpare. 
He draw no Hemskirk boors, or home: bred clowns, 
But the ſoft ſhepherds of Arcadia's downs, * | 
2 | 0 
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When Paris on the three his judgment paſt; 
I hope, you'll own the ſhepherd ſhow!'d his taſte 2 
And Jove, all know, was a good judge of beauty, 
Who made the nymph Caliſto break her duty; 
Then was the country nymph no aukward thing. 
See what ſtrange reyolutions time can bring! 

Yet ſtill methinks our author's fate I dread, 


" Were it not ſafer beaten paths to tread 
Of Tragedy ; than o'er wide heaths to ſtray, 
And ſeeking ſtrange adventures loſe his way? 
No trumpet's clangor makes his Heroine ſtart, 
ud rears the ſoldier from her bleeding heart; 


He, fooliſh bard! nor pomp nor ſhow regards. 
Without thewitneſs of a hundred guards 

nis Lovers ſigh their vows. If ſleep ſhould take ye, 
He has no battel, no loud drum to wake ye, 

What, no ſuch ſhifts? there's danger in't, tis true; 
Yet ſpare him, as he gives you ſomething new. 


* 
— 1 — . n FRY 8 


— 


Sweet ILLIAM“s Farewel to 
Black-Ey'd S US A N. 


A BALLAD: i 


I. 

ALL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came aboard. 

Oh, where ſhall I my true loye find! 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, -tell me true, 


It my ſweet William fails among the crew. * 
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II. 
William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock d with the billow to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below: 
The cord ſlides ſwiftly through his glowing hands, 
And, (quick as lightning,) on the deck he ſtands. 
o_ III. 
So the ſweet lark, high-pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
(If, chance, his mate's {hrill call he hear) 
And drops at once into her neſt. 
The nobleſt Captain in the Briſiſh fleet, 
Might envy William's lip thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 
IV 


O Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear, 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again. 
Change, as ye liſt, ye winds; my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee, 
V 


Believe not hat the landmen ſay, ö 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind: 
They'l] tellthee, ſailors, when away, 
In ey'ry-port a miſtreſs find. 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſa, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe*erI go. 
VI. 
If to far India's coaſt we fail, 
Thy eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright, 
Thy breath is Ffrick's ſpicy gale, 
Thy skin is ivory, ſo white, 
Thus ey'ry beauteous object that I view, 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome chargy of lovely Sue: 


VII, Though 


Her leſ 
Adieu, 
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VII. | 
Though battel call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Though cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms,, 
William ſhall to his Dear return. 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 
| VIII. 
The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The ſails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay aboard: 
They kiſgd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his head. 
Her leſs ning boat, unwilling rows to land: 
adieu, ſhe cries! and wav'd her lilly band. 


_ — 


KE. 
LA DT. LANE NTAT TON 
A BALLAD. 


1. | 
HYL LIL 1DA, that lov'd to dream 
In the grove, or by the ſtream; 
Sigh'd on velvet pillow. 
What, alas! ſhould fill herhead, { 
But a fountain or a mead, 
Water and a willow ? 
II. 
Love in citys never dwells, 
He delights in ruralcells | 
Which ſweet wood-bine -__ 
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What are your Aſemblys then? 
There, *tis true, we ſee more men; 
But much ſewer Lovers. 
* | I. 
Oh, how chang'd the proſpect grows! 
Flocks and Herds to Fops and Beaus, 
Coxcombs without number! 
Moon and ſtars that ſhone ſo bright, 
To the torch and waxen light, 
And whole nights at Ombre. 
: IV. 
Pleaſant as it is, to hear 
Scandal tickling in our ear, 
Ev'n of our own mothers; 
Inthe chit-chat of the day, 
To us is pay d, when we're away, 
What we lent to others. 
V. 
Though the fav rite Toaſt I reign ; 
Wine, they ſay, that prompts the yain, 
_ Heightens defamation, 
Muſt I live *twixt ſpite and fear, 
Ev'ry day grow handſomer, 
And loſe my reputation? 
VI. 
Thus the Fair to ſighs gave way, 
Her empty purſe beſide her lay. 
Nymph, ah ceaſe thy ſorrow. 
Though curſt fortune frown to night; 
This odious town can give delight. 
If you win to morrow. | 


#4 
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DAMON ad CUPID. 


A SONG. 
I. 
H E fun was now withdrawn, 


The ſhepherds home were ſped; 

The moon wide o'er the lawn 
Her ſilver mantle ſpread; : 
When Damon ſtay d behind, 

And ſaunter'd in the grove. 
Will ne'er a nymph be kind, 

And give me love for love? - 

II. 

Oh! thoſe were golden hours, 

When Love, deyoid of cares, 
Inall Arcadia's bow'rs 

Lodg'd ſwains and nymphs by pairs: 
But now from wood and plain | 

Flys ey'ry ſprightly laſs; . 
No joys for me remain, 

In ſhades, or on the graſs... 

III. 

The winged boy draws near, 

And thus the ſwain reproves. . 
While beauty revelld here, 

My game lay i in the groves; : | "Pp 
At Court I never fail 

To ſeatter round my arrows, 
Men fall as thick as hail ; 

And maideng love like ſparrows. 


IV. me, 


+. 
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IV. 

Then, ſwain, if me you need, 

Strait lay your ſheep-hook down; 
Throw by your oaten reed, 

And haſt away to town. 
So well Im known at Court, 

None ask where Cupid dwells z 
But readily reſort | 

To B. or Los, 


DAPHNIS ad CHLOE, 
A SONG. 


J. 
De ſtood penſive in the ſhade, 
With arms a-croſs, and head reclin'd j 

Pale looks accus'd the cruel maid, 

And ſighs reliev'd his loye-fick mind: 
His tuneful pipe all broken lay, 
Looks, ſighs, and actions ſeem'd to ſay, 

My Chloe is unkind. 


} IT, 
Why ring the woods with warbling throats? 

Ye larks, ye linnets ceaſe your ſtrains; 
I faiatly hear in your ſweet notes, 

My Chloe's voice that wakes my pains : 
Yet why ſhould you your ſong forbear : 
Tour mates delight your ſong to bear, 

NI. . 
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| III. 

Is thus he melancholy ſtood, 

Dejected as the lonely dove; 
Sweet ſounds broke gently through the wood. 

I feel the found ; my heart-ſtrings move. 
was rot the nightingale that ſung 
No. *Tis my Chloe's ſweeter tongue. 

Hark, hark, what ſays my love! 

IV 


How fooliſh is the nymph (ſhe crys) 
Who trifles with her lover's pain! 
Nature ſtill ſpeaks in woman's eyes, 
Our artful lips were made to feign, 
O Daphnis, Daphnis, twas my pride, 
'Twas not my heart thy love deny'd. 
Come back, dear youth, again. 
1 V 


As rother day my hand he ſeiz d, 

My blood with thrilling motion flew; 
zudden I put on looks diſpleas'd, 

And haſty from his hold withdrew. 
'Twas fear alone, thou ſimple ſwain. 


Then hadſt thou preſt my hand again, 
My heart had yielded too! 
VL 


Tis true, thy tuneful reed I blam'd, 
That fwell'd thy lip and roſie cheek 
Think not thy skill in ſong defam'd, 
That lip ſhould other pleaſures ſeek: 
Much, much thy muſick 1 approve, 
Yet break thy pipe, for more love, 
Much more to hear thee ſpeak. 
' VII. 
My heart forebodes that I'm betray d, 
Daphnis 1 tear is ever gone 
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Laſt night with Delia's dog he play'd, Wh 
Love by ſuch trifles firſt come on. Andfl 
Now, now, dear ſhepherd, come away,. Colo: 
My tongue would now my heart obey, . And a 
Ah Chloe, thou art won! The b 

| VIII. And g 
The youth ſtep'd forth with haſty pace, "WW Theb 
And found where wiſhing Chloe lay z Anda 

\ Shame ſudden lighten'd in her face, But w 
Contus'd, ſhe knew not what to ſay. . Stript 

At laſt in broken words, ſhe cry'd : : Thet 
To morro you in yain hadtry'd, . But w 
But I am loſt to day? No di 
Wraf 

Yet C 

We v 

—— — — Muli 
| Andy 
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Too 

W Hether amid the gloom of night I ſtray, The 
Or my glad eyes enjoy 5 day, The 

| Still Nature's various face informs my ſenſe,” - Refr 
| f an all-wiſe, all-pow'rful Providence, And 


When 
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When the gay ſun firſt breaks the ſhades of night, 

And ſtrikes the diſtant eaſtern hills with light, 

Colour returns, the plains their liv'ry wear, 

And a bright verdure cloaths the ſmiling year; 

The blooming flow'rs with op'ning beauties glow, 

And grazing flocks their milky fleeces ſhow, 

The barren cliffs with chalky fronts ariſe, . 

And a pure azure arches o'er the skies. 

But when the gloomy reign of night returns, 

Stript of her fading pride all nature mourns : 

The trees no more their wonted verdure boaſt, . 

But weep in dewy tears their beauty loſt ; 

No diſtant landskips draw our curious eyes, 

Wrapt in night's robe the whole creation lies. 

Yet till, ey'n now, while darkneſs cloaths the land, 

We view the traces of th' Almighty hand; 

Millions of ſtars in heav'n's wide vault appear, 

And with new glories hang the boundleſs ſphere : 

The ſilver moon her weltern couch forſakes, 

And o'er the skies her nightly circle makes, 

Her ſolid globe beats back the ſunny rays, 

And to the world her borrow'd light repays, _ , 
Whether thoſe ſtars that twinklihg luſtre ſend, ; 

Arc ſuns, and rolling worlds thoſe ſuns attend. 

Man may conjecture, and new ſchemes declarg, 

Yet all his ſyſtems but conjectures are; 

But tnis we know, that heav'n's eternal King, 

Who bid this univerſe from nothing ſpring, 

Can at his Mrd bid numꝭrous worlds appear, 

And riſing worlds th' all- pow'rful ord ſhall heat, 
When to the weſtern main the ſun deſcends, 

To other lands a riſing day he lends, | 

The ſpreading dawn another ſhepherd ſpies, 

The wakeful flocks from their warm folds ariſe, 

Refreſh'd, the peaſant ſeeks his early toil, 


And bids the plough correct the fallow ſeil, - ; 
Ny | Vhite 
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While we in ſleep's embraces waſte the night 
2 climes oppos'd enjoy meridian lighe, wn | _— 
nd when thoſe lands tho buſie ſun forſakes, F rrou ſlil 
With us again the roſie morning wakes; And kno' 
In lazy fleep the night rolls ſwift away, 0 endleſ 
And neither clime laments his abſent ray. Th' imm 
2 the pure ſoul is trom the body flown, | For thou 
a ” more ſhall night's alternate reign be known: ben th 
= 0g no more ſhall rolling light beſtow,. Ah! v 
— om th Almighty ſtreams of glory flow. Amidſt « 
= may ſome nobler thought my ſoul employ, To day t 
Le w empty, tranſient, ſublunary joy! To mor 
= ws how ſhall drop, the ſun ſhallloſe his flame, Is moul. 
hes forever — the ſame. Think a 


Thy hei 
And all! 
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Thy mi; 
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, oh the foundations of the world were laid, 
— er kindling light th* Almighty word obey'd, 
ou wert; and when the ſubterraneous flame 


$hall burſt its priſon, and devour this frame, 


From 


MISCELLAMNTES. 26p. 
From angry heav'n when the keen lightning flies, 

When fervent heat diflolves the melting skies, 

Thou ſill ſhalt be; ſtill, as thou wert before, 

And know no change, when time ſhall be no more, 

0 endleſs thought! divine eternity! 

Th' immortal ſoul ſhares but a part of thee 

For thou wert preſent when our lite began, 

When the warm duſt ſhot up in breathing man, 

Ah! what is life? with ills encompaſs'd round, 
Amidſt our hopes, Fate ſtrikes the ſudden wound: 
Today the ſtateſman of new honour dreams, 
Tomorrow death deſtroys his airy fchemes, 

Is mouldy treaſure in thy cheſt confin d? 
Think all that treaſure thou muſt leave behind; 
Thy heir with ſmiles ſhall view thy blazon'd herſo, 
And all hy hoards with laviſh hand diſperſe, 
Should certain fate th' impending blow delay, 
Thy mirth will ſicken and thy bloom decay; 
Then feeble age will all thy nerves diſarm, 
No more thy blood its narrow channels warm, 
Who then would wiſh to ſtretch this narrow ſpan, 
To ſuffer life beyond the date of man? 
The virtuous ſoul purſues a nobler aim, 
And lite regards but as a fleeting dream: 
She longs to wake, and wiſhes to get free, 
To launch from earth into eternity. 
For while the boundleſs theme extends our thoughit, 
Ten thouſand thouſand rolling years are nought, 


: 
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My own E PITA PAH. 


IE isa jeſt; and all things ſhow it, 
I thought ſo once; but now I know it. 
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Parthenia. 


SCENE 424. 


ACT E SCENE L 
APlain, at the foot of a Peep crag- 


gy mountain. 


* 
* 


DO NVE. LAUR &4 


L I UR A. 


= 4 HY doſt thou fly me? ſtay, un- 
— happy fair, 


7 f — Seek not theſe horrid caverns of 
J 0 10 deſpair; : | 
$, a, 


| Fr 
| U To trace thy ſteps the midnight 
— air I bore, 
rod the brown deſart, and un- 
EM ſhelter'd moor: 

Three times the lark has ſung his matin lay, 

And roſe on dewy wing to meet the day, i 
Since firſt I found thee, ſtretch'd in penſive mood, 
Where laurels border Ladon's filyer flood. 


2 DION Z. 
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Dio. O let my ſoul with grateful thanks O erſlow l 
"Tis tothy hand my daily life I owe. e 
Like the weak lamb yourais'd me from the Plain, 
Too faint to bear bleak winds and ng rain; 
repaſt, 


Zach day I ſnare thy bowl and clean 

Lach night thy roof defends the chilly blaſt. 
But vain ĩs all thy friendſtiip, vain hy care: 
Forget a wreteh abandon'd to deſpair. 

Lau. Deſpair will fly thee, when thou ſhalt impart: 
The tatal ſecret that torments thy heart; 
Diſtloſe th ſb te & taytalihtul ear 
In ſtruct hiſe eyes to give these tear for tear. 

Love, love's the cauſe, our foreſts ſpeak thy flame, 
Aud rocks have learnt to ſigh E vander's name. 


It faaltring ſhane the baſhſul tongue teſtrain, 


If thou haſt took'd, and bluſh'd, and ſigh'd in vain; 


Say, in What Grove thy lovely ſhepherd ſtrays, 
Tell me what mountains warble with his lays; 
Thither I'll ſpeed me, and with moving art 
Draw ſoft confeſſions from his melting heart. 


Dio. Thy gen'rous care has touch'd my ſecret Woe; 


Love bids theſe ſcalding tears inceſſant flow, 
Ill-tated love? O, ſay, ye ſylvan maids, 

Who range wide foreſts and ſequeſter'd ſhades, 
Say where Evander bled, point out the geound. 
Thar yet is purple with the ſavage wound. 
Yonder he lies; I hear the Bird of prey; 

High o'er thoſe cliffs the raven wings his way; 
Hark, how he croaks! he ſcents the murder near. 


O may no greedy beak his viſage tear? | 


: 
o 


Shield him, ye Cupids; ſtrip the Paphiangrove, 

And ſtrow unſading myrtle o'er my love! 

Down, heaving heart. e eg un 
La... The mournful tale diſcloſe. 

Dio. Let not my tears intrude on thy repoſe. 


Tec if thy friendſhip ſtill the cauſe requeſt ; 


15 
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Il ſpeak ; though ſorrow rend my lab'ring breaſt, 

Know then, fair ſnepherdeſs; no honeſt ſwam 

Taught me the duties of the peaceful plain; 

Unus'd to ſweet content, no flocks I keep, 

Nor brouzing goats that overhang theſteep,” | | 

Born where Orchomenos proud turrets nine, 

Itcace my birth from long illuſtrious line. £ 

Why was I train'd amidſt Arcadia's Court? 

Love ever revells in that gay refort. 

V hene'er Evander paſt, my ſmitten heart 

Heav'd frequent ſighs, and felt unuſual ſmart, v7 

Ah! hadſt thou ſeen with what ſweet grace he mov di 

Yet why that wiſh? for Laura then had lov'd.-- 

Las, Diſtruſt me not; thy ſecret wrongs impart. 
Dio. Forgive the (allies of a breaking heart. 

Evander's ſighs his mutual flame confeſt, 79%) 

The growing paſſten laben: d in bis breaſts Te 

To me he eame; my heart with rapture ſprung, 

To ſee the bluſhes, when his faultring tongue - 

Firſt (aid, I love. My eyes conſent reveal, 

And pliguted vows our taithſul paſſion ſeal. 

Where's now the lovely youth? he's loſt, he's ſlain, 
And the pale coarſe | es breathleſs on the plain? 

Lau. Are tius the hopes of conſtant lovers paid ? 

If thus Tye Powers, from love defend the maid! 

Dio, Now have twelve mornings warm'd the purple 

eaſt, | a 10 
Since my dear hunter rous'd: the tusky Beaſt ; 
Switt flew the foaming monſter through the wood, 
Swift as the wind, vs eager ſteps purſu'd :,-. ; 
Twas then the ſavage turn d; then fell the youth, 
And his dear blood diſtain'd the barb'rous tooth. 

Lau. Was there none near? no ready {uccour found: 
Nor healing herb to ſtanch the ſpouting wound? 
Dio. In vain thro' pathleſs woods the hunters croſt, 
And ſought with anxious eye their maſter loſt; 

T4. In 
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In vain their frequent hollows eccho'd ſhrill, 
And his lov'd name was ſent from hill to hill; 
Evander hears you not. He 's loſt, he's ſlain, 
And the pale coarſe lies breathleſs on the plain. 
Lau. Has et no clown (Who, wandring from the way, 
Beats ev ry buſh to raiſe the lamb aſtray). 
Odſery*d the fatal ſpot ? 
Dio. —— if ye paſs 
Where purple murder dies the wither'd graſs, 
With pious fingergently cloſe his eyes, 
And let his grave with decent v erdure riſe. | [Weeps, 
Lau. Beholdthe turtle who has loſt her mate; 
A while with drooping wing ſhe mourns his fate, 
Sullen, a while ſhe ſeeks the darkeſt grove, 
And cooing meditates the murder'd dove: 
But time the rustu image wears away, 
Again ſhe's chear'd, again ſhe ſecks the day, 
Spare then thy beauty, and no longer pine. y 
Dio. Yetſure ſome turtle's love has equall'd mine, 
Who, when the hawk has ſnatch'd her mate away, 
Has never known the glad return of day. rt 
When my fond father ſaw my faded eye, 
And on my livid cheek the roſes dye; 
When catching ſighs my waſted boſom moy'd, 
The certain ſigns confirm'd himthat I loy'd. 
He knew not that Evander was my flame, 
Evander dead! my paſſion ſtill the ſame ! 
Now he with threats aſſerts paternal ſway, vgs 07 
With rich Cleanthes names my nuptial day | 
Cleanthes long hisardent vows bad preſt; : 
But I his hon ours and his wealth deteſt. p 
Za, How vain is force! Love ne'er can be compell'd, 
Dio. Though bound by duty, yet my heart rebell' d. 
One night, when ſleep had huſh'd all buſy ſpys, 
And tbe pale moon had journey d half the skies; 
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toftly 1 roſe and dreſt; with ſilent tread;1! 1151/1 145 4 2 
Unbarr'd the gates; and to theſe mountains fied... 
Here let me ſooth the melancholy hours! _—_ 
Cloſe me, ye woods, within your twilight bow 161 
Where my calm ſoul may ſettled ſorrow know - 
Ind no Cleanthes interrupt my woe 58 
Melancholy muſick is heard at a diftance,. 

With importuning love. On yonder Plain,, 
Advances flow a melancholy train; 
Black Cypreſs doughs their drooping heads adorn, _ 

Lau. Alas! Menaclesto his grave is born. | 


Behold the victim of Parthenia's pride! | 
He ſaw, he ſigh'd, he lov'd, was ſcorn'd and dy'd. 


Di. Where dwells this beauteous tyrant of the plains}. 


Where may I ſee her? 
Lan. 1 the ſighing ſwains. 


They beſt can ſpeak the conqueſts of her eyes, ] 
Wioever ſees her, loves; who loves her, dies. 
Dio. Perhaps untimely fate her flame has croſt, 
And ſhe; like me, has ter Evander loſt. 
How my ſoul pities her! 
Las. If pity move 
Your generous boſom, piry thoſe who love. . 
There late arriv'd among our ſylvan race 
A ſtranger ſhepherd, who with lonely pace 
Viſits thoſe mountain pines at dawn ot day, 
Where oft' Parthema takes her early way 
To rouſe the chaſe; mad with hisam'rous pain, 
He ſtops and raves; then ſullen walks again. 
Parthenia's name is born by paſſing gales, 
And talking hills repeat it to the dale. 
Come, let us from this vale of ſorrow go, 
Nor let the pn Ie e prolong thy wh bene. 
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Shepherds and Shephurdeſſor, (crown'd with: garland: of 
Cypreſs and Tew) bearing thebody of Menalcas. 


7 OY; Here getity reſt the coarſe, With faultring 
reat 

Thus ſpake Menalcas on the verge of death. 
© Belov'd Palemon, hear a dying friend; | 
© See, Where yon hills with craggy brows aſcend, 
Low in the valley where the mountain grows, 
© Tlicre firſt 1 ſaw her, there began my woes, 
* Whenl amcold, may there this clay be laid; 
There oſte n ſtrays the dear the cruel maid, 
* There as ſhe walks, perhaps you'll hear her ſay, 
* (While a kind guſhing tear ſhall force its way) 
How could my ſtubborn heart relentle's prove? 
Ah poor Menalcas—all thy fault was love! 

2 Shep. When pitying lions o'er a caccaſe groan, . 
Aud hungry tygers bleeding Kids bemo:nz; 
When the lean wolt laments the mangled ſheep 
Then ſhall Par;henia o'er Menalcas weep, 


1 Shep. When famiſh d panthers ſeek their morning 


food, | 
And monſters roar along the deſart wood; | 
When hiſſing vipers ruſtle through the brake, 

Or in the path-way rears the ſpeckled ſnake; . 

The wary 5wainth' approaching peril ſpys, 

And through tome diſtant road ſecurely flys. . 

Fly then, ye ſwains, from beauty'sſurer wound. 

Such was the fate our poor Menalcas found! 


* This and the following Scene are form'd upon the novel 


of Marcella in Don Quixote. 
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2 Shep.W hat ſhepherd does not mourn Menalca; faint 
Lill d by a barbarous woman's proud diſdain ! 
Whoe'er attempt$to bend her ſcornful mind, 

Crysto the deſarts, and purſues the wind. 

1 Shop, W ithiev'ry grace Meneitas was 
His merits dazeledall the fylyan croud, 
If you would know his pipe's meladious ſound; 
Ask all the ecchoes of theſe hills around, 
For they have learnt his ſtrains; who ſhall rehearſa - 
The ſtrength, the cadenee of his tuneſul verſe? 
Go, read thoſe dofty poplars ; there you U find 
Some tender ſonnet grow om ev'ry ind. 
2 Shep. Yet what avails his skilla Parthenia flies. 
Can merit hope ſucceſs inwoman's eyes? 


1. Shep. Why was Partheniatorrm'd of ſofteſt mould? | 


Why does her heart ſuch ſavage nature hold 
o ye kind gods! or all her charms efface, 
ot tame her heart — ſo ſpare the ſuepherd race. 

zShep. As fade the flowers which on the graye I calt; 
_ Parthenia's tranſient beauty waſte! 

. What woman ever counts the fleeting years, 

Or 0 ees the wrinkle which ber forehead wears ? | 
Thinking her feature never ſhalldecay, 
This (wain ſhe ſcorns, from that ſhe turns away. 
But know, as when the roſe her bud unfolds, 
A while each breaſt the ſhort-liv'd fragrance.holds,. 
| When the dry ſtalk Jets drop her ſhrivell'd m. * 
The lovely ruin's ever thrown aſide, 1 

So hy Parthenia be. 
| 2 Shop, See, be appears, 
| aba ber oil, en nene 
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FON 
SCENE III. 
Parthenia appears from the mountain: 


P ARTHENIA SHEPHE * Ds. 


1 Shep. Why this way doſt thou turn thy baneful eyes. 


Pernicious Baſilisk : Lo! there he lies, 
There lies the youth thy curled beauty ſlewʒ 
See, at thy preſence; how he bleeds anew! 
Look down, enjoy thy murder. 

Par. Spare my fame; 
I come to elear a virgin's injur'd name. 
If I'm a Baſilisk, the danger fly, 
Shun the ſwift glances of my venom'd eye: 
It I'm amurd'rer, why approach ye near, 
And to the dagger lay your boſom bare? 


1 Shep. What heart is proof againſt that face divine wy 


ve is not in our power. 

Par. — —[s love in mine? 
If eer I trifled with a ſhepherd's pain, 
Or with falſe hope his paſſion ſtrove to gain; 
Then might you juſtly curſe my ſavage mind, 
Then might you rank me with the ſerpem kind: 
But 1 neꝰ er trifled with a ſhepher'ds pain, 
Nor with falſe hope his paſſion ſtrove to gain: 
Tis to his raſh purſuit he owes his fate. 
I was not cruel; he was obſtinate. 

1 Shep. Hear this, ye ſighing ſhepherds, and deſpair; 
Unhappy Lyc:das, thy hour is near! 
Since the ſame barb'rous hand has ſign'd thy doom, 
We'll lay thee in aur lov'd Menalcas tomb. 

Par. Why will intruding man my peace deſtroy? 

Let me content, and ſolitude enjoy; 
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Free was I born, my freedom to maintain, 
Early I ſought the unambitious plain. 
Moſt women's weak reſolves likereeds, will ply, 
Shake with each. breath, and bend with ey'ry ſigh; 
Mine, like an oak, whoſe firm roots deep deſcend, 
No breath of love can ſhake, no ſigh can bend. 
If ye unhappy Lycidas would fave F 
Go ſeek him, lead him to Menalcas' grave: 
Forbid his eyes with flowing grief to rain, 
Like him Menalcas wept, but wept in vain 
Bid him his heart-conſuming groans give o'er x 
Tell him I heard ſuch piercing groans before, * 
And heard unmov'd, O Tycidas, be wiſ c 
prevent thy fate, Lo! there Menalcas lies. | 
1 Shep. Now all the melancholy rites are paid, 
And o'er his grave the weeping marble laid 
Let's ſeek our charge; the flocks diſperſing wide, 
Whiten with moving fleece the mountain's ſide. 
Truſt not, ye ſwains, the lightning of her eye, 
Leſt ye like him ſhould love, deſpair, and dye. 
[Ex. Shepherds, &c. Parthenia remains in à melay; 
choly poſture looking on the grave of Menalcas, EA. 
ter Lycidas, 9 11 


——ũ ͤ ͤ. — — m— 


SC E N E IV. 


LYC1D As. PARTHENTA. 


Tye. When ſhall my ſteps have relt? through all th 
wood, | | 10 11 ; 
And by the winding banks of. Ladon's flood _ | 
I ſought my love. O lay, ye skipping fawns, x 
; (Who range eatangled ſhades and daiſy'd lawus) * 


” 
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If ye have ſeen her! ſay, ye warbling race, 
(Who meaſure on ſwift wing th? aerial ſ pace, 
And view below hills, dales, and diſtant ſhores) 
Where ſhall I find her whom my ſoul adores / 


4 
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SCENE V. 


LTCI DAS. PARTEE NIA. DIONE, 


— 


[Dione and Laura at a diſtant, 


Tyc. Whatdolſee?-no. Fancy mocks my eyes, 

And bids the dear deluding viſion riſe. 

Tis ſne. My ſpringing heart her preſence feels. 

See, proſtrate Lycidas before thee kneels. 

[ Kneeling to Parthenii. 

Why will Partbenia turn her face away ? 

Par. Who calls Parthenia? hah! 
Sub ſtarts from her melancholy; and ſecin; Lycidas, 
ys into the wood. ARE 
Lyc. — Stay, virgin, ſtay. 

O wing my feet, kind Love. See, ſee, ſhebounds, 

Fleet as the mountain roe, when preſt by hounds. 

[ He purſues har. Dione faints in the arms of Laura 
Lau. What means this trembling? all her colour flies 

And life is quite unſtrung. Ah! litt thy eyes, 

And anſwer me; ſpeak, ſpeak, tis Laura calls. 
Speech has forſogk her Lips. She faints, ſhe falls. 
Fan her, ye Zephyrs, with your balmy breath, 

And bring her quickly from the ſhades of death: 
Blow, ye cool gales, See, ſee, the foreſt ſhakes 
With coming winds!ſhe breaths, ſhe moves, ſhe wakes, 

Dio. Ah falſe Evander ! | 


Lai. 
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14. Calm thy ſobbing breaſt. 
$ay, what new ſorrow has thy Heart oppreſt. 
Dio. Didſt thou not hear his ſighs and ſuppliant tone? 
Didſt thou not hear the pitying mountain groan? 
Didſt thou not ſee him bend his ſuppliant knee ? 
Thus in my happy days he kneelt to me, 
And pour'd forth all his ſoul ! ſee how he trains, 
And leſſens to the ſight o'er yonder plains 
To keep the fairin view! run, virgin, run, 
Hear not his vows; I heard, and was undone! 
Lau. Let not imaginary terrors fright, 
Some dark deluſion ſwims before thy ſight, 
I ſaw Parthenia from the mountain's brow, 
And Lycidas with proſtrate duty bow; 
Swift, as on faulcon's wing, 1 ſaw her fly, 
And heard the cayern to his groans reply. 
Why ſtream thy tears for ſorrows not thy own 
Dio. Oh! where is honour, faith, and juſtice flown? 
Perjur'd Evander? 
DS, Death has laid him low, 
Touchnot the mournful ſtring that wakes thy woe. 
Dio. That am'rous ſwain, whom Lycidas you name, 
(Whoſe faithleſs boſom feels another flame) 
Is my once kind Evander—yes—-'twas he. 
He lives. — but lives, alas! no more for me. 
Lau. Let not thy frantick words confeſs deſpair. 
Dio. What, know I not his voice, his mien, his air 2 
Yes, I that treach'rous voice with joy believ'd, 
That voice, that mien, that air my ſoul deceiv'd. 
If my dear ſhepherd love the lawns and glades, 
With him Pl range the lawns and ſeek the ſhades, 
With him through ſolitary deſarts rove. 
And can heleave me for anotherloye? 
O baſe ingratitude ! 
Lau. ——— Suſpend thy grief, 


And let my friendly counſel being relief, 
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To thy deſponding ſoul. Parthenia's ear 
Is barr'd for ever to the lover's prayer; 
Evander courts diſdain, he follows tcorn, 
And in the paſling winds his vows are born. 
Soon will he find that all in vain he ſtrove 
To tame her boſom; then his former love 
Shall wike his ſoul, then, will he ſighing blame 
His heart inconſtans and his perjur'd flame: 
Then ſhall he at Dione's feet implore, 
Lament his broken faith, and change no more. 
Dio. Perhaps this cruel nymph well knows to feign 
Forbidding ſpeech, coy looks, and cold diſdain, 
To raiſe his paſſion. Such are female arts, 
To hold in ſafer ſnares inconſtant hearts! 
Las. Parthenia's breaſt is ſteel'd with real ſcorn, 
Dio. Canſt thou believe Evander will return ? 
Tau. If thou the ſecrets of his heatt wouldſt find, 
And try to cure the fever of his mind; 
If thy ſoft ſpeech his paſſions knows to moye, 
If thoucanſt plead'Dzone's injur'd love, 
Forgethy ſex, lay all thy robesaſide, 
Strip of theſe Ornaments of female pride ; 
The ſhepherd's veſt muſt hide thy graceful air, 
With the bold manly ſtep a ſwain appear; 
Then with Evander may'(t thou rove unknown, 
Then let thy tender eloquence be ſhown ; 
Then the new fury of his heart controul, 
And with Diones ſufferings touch his ſoul. 


Dio. Sweet as refreſhing dews, or ſummer ſhowers 


To the long parching thirſt of drooping flowers; 
Grateful as fanning gales to fainting ſwains, 
And foft as trickling balm to bleeding pains, 
Such are thy words. The ſex ſhall be reſign'd, 
No more ſhall breaded gold theſe treſſes bind; 
The ſnepherd's garb the woman ſhall diſguiſe, 
If he has loſt all love, wy friendſhip's ty es 
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Go, proſperous madd. 


Lan. 


May ſmiling love thy ache wiſhes aid. | 
Be now Alexis call d. With thee I'll roye, , 


And watch thy wand'rer through the maz 0 
Let me be honour d with a ſiſter's name ge un 
For thee,” E feel a more than ſiſter's lame. 


Dio. Come then my guardian, ſiſter, . friend and 


Strait let theſe female robes be laid aſide. 

perhaps my ſhepherd has outſtript her haſte, 
Think'ſ thou, when out of ſight, ſhe flew ſo faſt? 
One ſudden glance might turn her ſavage mind; 

May ſhe like Daphne fly, nor look behind, 

Maintain her Scorn, his eager flame deſpiſe, 

Nor view Evander wich Dione s eyes! \ 


guide; 


— 


dk . 


W 


Why glows the morn? roll back, thou ſource of light, 
And feed my ſorrows with eternal night. 

Come, ſable Death; give, give the welcome ſtroke ; 
The raven calls thee from yonꝰ blaſted oak. 
What pious care my ghaſtful lid ſhall cloſe ? 
What decent hand my frozen limbs compoſe? 
O happy ſhepherd; free from anxious pains, 
Who now art wandring in the ſighing plains. 
Of bleſt Elyſium; where in myrtle groves 
Enamour'd gheſts bemoan their former loves. 


ACT IL SCENE. TI. 4 
Lycidas lying on the Grave of Menalcas. a 


o 


Hen ſhall theſe ſcalding fountains ceaſe to flow 5 | 
How long will life ſuſtain this load of woe? * 


Open, 
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Open, thou ſilent grave; for lo! I come 

To meet Menalcas in the fragrant gloom; 

There ſhall my boſom burn with triendſhip's flame, 
The ſame our paſſion, and our fate the ſame; 

There, like two nightiagales on neighb'ring boughg, 

Alternate ſtrains ſhall mourn our fruftrate yows. 

But it cold Death ſhould cloſe Parthenia's eye, 

And ſhould her beauteous form come gliding by; 

Friendſhip would ſoon in jealous fear be loſt, 

And kindling hate purſue thy rival ghoſt. 


* 2 


SCENE II. 
LYCIDAS. DION E a ſhepherds habit, 


Zyc. Hah! who comes here? turn hence, be time» 
ly wiſe, 
Truſt not thy ſafety to Parthenia's eyes. 
As from the bearing faulcon flies the dove, 
So wing'd with fear, Parthenia flies from love. 
Dio. If in theſe vales the fatal beauty ſtray, 
From the cold marble riſe ; let's haſte away. 
Why lieſt thou panting, like the ſmitten deer 
Truſt not the dangers, which thou bid'ſt me fear. 
Lyc. Bid the lur'd lark, whom tangling nets ſurpriſe, 
Ou ſoaring pinion rove the ſpacious skies; 
Bid the cag'd linnet range the leaty grove 
Then bid my captive heart get looſe from love. 
The ſnares of death are o'er me, Hence; beware; 
Left thou ſhould'ſt ſee her, and like me deſpair. 
Dio. No. Let her come; and ſeek this vale's recels, 
In all the beauteous negligence of dreſs , 
Though Cupid ſend a ſhaft in ev'ry glance, 
Though all the Graces in her ſtep advance, 


My 
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My heart can ſtand it all, Be firm, my breaſt; 
Th' enſnaring oath, the broken yow deteſt : 
That flame, which other charms have power to move, 
O give it not the ſacred name of love! 
'Tis perj'ry, fraud, and meditated lies, "TRL. 
Love's ſeared in the ſoul, and never dies. . 
What then avail her charms? my conſtant heart 
Shall gaze ſeeure, and mock a ſecond dart. 
Lyc. But thou perhaps a happier fate haſt found, 
And the ſame hand that gave, now heals the wound 
Or art thou left abandon'd and forlorn, 
Awretch, like me, the ſport of pride and ſcorn? * 
Dio. O tell me, ſhepherd, has thy faithleſs maid 
Falſe to her yow thy flatter'd hope betray'd ? 
Did her ſmooth ſpeech engage thee to believe? 
Did ſhe proteſt and ſwear, and then deceive? 
Such are the pangs I feel! 
Lyc. The haughty fair 
Contemns my ſuff rings, and diſdains to hear, 
Let meaner Beauties learn'd in female ſnares 
Entice the ſwain with halt- conſenting airs ; 
Such yulgar arts ne'er aid her conqu'ring eyes, 
And yet where e er ſhe turns a lover ſighs, 
Vain is the ſteady conſtancy you boaſt ; 
All other love at ſight of her is loſt. 


Dio. True conſtancy no time no power can move: 


He that has known to change, ne er knew to love. 
Though the dear author ot my hapleſs flame 
Purſues another; ſtill my hearꝭs the ſame, 
Am I for ever left? (excuſe theſe tears) 
May thy kind friendſhip ſoften all my cares? 
L.yc. What comfort can a wretch, like me, beſtow F 
Dio. He beſt can pity who has felt the woe. 
Lyc. Since diffrent paſſions have our ſouls poſſeſt, 
No riyal fears our friendſhip ſhall moleſt. 
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Dio. Come, let us leave the ſhades of theſe brown WY 1,ctusb 


hills, Retire u 
And drive our flocks beſide the ſteaming rills. Wild as 
Should thy fair tyrant to theſe vales return, At man 
How would thy breaſt with double fury burn! Like th 
Go hence, and ſeek thy peace. Stop, lif 
649! | Lyci. 
UT T_T | r! TT, $48 = 
1 
SCENE III. | 
LYCIDAS. DIONE. L AUR 4. 
Lat. ———— Fly, fly this place; 
Beware of love; the proudeſt of her race PAR 
This way approaches: from among the pines, Par 
Where from the ſteep the winding path declines, 
Hah! 
1 ſaw the nymph deſcend. 5 
Lyc. She comes, ſhe comes; x 2 
From her the paſſing Zephyrs ſteal perfumes, oy 
Why « 
As from the vi let's bank; with odours ſweet Why 


Breaths ey'ry gale; ſpring blooms beneath her feet. If bl, 

Fes, 'tis my faireſt ; here ſhe's wont to rove. 

. Tas. Say, by what ſigns 1 might have known thy The 
Love? 


Lyci. My Love is fairer than the ſnowy breaſt _ | 
Of the tall ſwan, whoſe proudly-ſwelling cheſt wad 
Divides the wave, her treſles loole behind, Bur 
Play on her neck, and wanton in the wind ; Blaſt 
The riſing bluſhes, which her cheek oꝰerſ pread, How 
Are op'ning roſes in che lilly bed. 3 * 
LTnowſt thou Partheria ” To \ 

Lau. . Wretched is the ſlave | Shal 
W ho ſerves ſuch Pride! behold Menalcas' grave! No! 
Yetif Alexis and this fi ighing ſwain 1 


Wim w behold the Tyrant of the plain, 
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Let us behind theſe myrtle's twining arms 

Retire unſeen; from thence ſurvey her charms... 

Wild as the chauntinz thruſh upon the ſpray, 

At man's approach ſhe ſwiſtly flies away. 

Like the young hare, I've ſeen the panting maid ' 

Stop, liſten, run; of ev'ry wind afraid. 

Lyci. And wilt thou never from thy yows depart? 

Shepherd, beware - now fortifie thy heart. [To Dione, 

[Lycidar, Dione, and Laura retire behind the boug hs. 


8 


SE 
PARTHEN IA. LTC ID As. DIO NE. LAURA. 


Par. This melancholy ſcene demands a groan, 
Hah! what inſcription marks the weeeping ſtone? 
O pow'r of beauty! here Menalcas lies. 

Gaze not, ye ſhepherds, on Parthenia's eyes, 

Why did heav'n form me with ſuch polifa'd care? 
Why caſt my features in a mold ſo fair? 

If blooming beauty was a bleſſing meant, 

Why are my ſighing hours deny'd content? 

The downy peach, that glows with ſunny dyes, 
Feeds the black ſnail, and lures voracious flies; 
The juicy pear invites the fea;her'd kind, 

And pecking finches ſcoop the golden rind; 

But beauty ſuffers more pefnicious wrongs, | 
Blaſted by envy, and cenſorious tongues, | 

How happy lives the Nymph, whoſe comely face 
And pleaſing glances boaſt ſufficient grace 

To wound the ſwain ſhe loves! no jealous fears 
Shall vex her nuptial ſtate with nightly tears, 

Nor am'rous youths, to puſh their foul pretence, 
Infeſt her days with dull impertinence. 


A 


Bot 


* 
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But why talk Tof love? my guarded heart 
Diſowns his power, and turns aſide the dart. 
Hark ! from his hollow tomb Menalcas crys... 
Gaze.not, ye ſhepherds on Parthenia's eyes, 
Come, Lycidas, the mournful lay peruſe, 
Leſt thou, like him, Parthenia's eyes accuſe. 


[She lands in 4 melancholy poſture, looking on the tomb. 


Lyci. Call'd ſne not Lycidas ?— I come, my fair; 
See, gen'rous pity. melts into a tear, 
And her heart ſoftens. Now's the tender hour, 
Aſſiſt me, Love, exert thy ſovereign power 
To tame:th' obdurate maid. . 
Dio. Raſh ſwain, be wiſe : 
is not from thee or him, from love ſhe flies. 
Leave her, forget her. 
Laura. —— Why this furious haſte } 
Unhand me; looſe me. 
Dio. — siſter, hold him faſt. 
To follow her, is to prolong deſpair. 
Shepherd, you muſt no go. 


Lyci. Bold youth, forbear. 
Hear me, Parthenia. 
Par. From behind the Scene, 


Methought a voice ſome liſt ning ſpy betray'd. 


Yes, I'm obſery'd. [She runs ont, 
Lyci. Stay, nymph; thy flight ſuſpend. 
She hears me not- when will my ſorrows end! 


As over-ſpent with toil, my heavi ing breaſt 
Reats quick, Tis death alone can give me reſt, 


Ee remains in a fixt melancholy. 


SCENE 


[ They hold Lycidaa 


And sl 
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SCENE v. 


c 4. DIONE. DUR 4: 


Lau. Recal aby: ſeatter d (pale; bis inn make, 
Subdue thy paſſion. 
E-yci. Shall I neyerſ] peak! * | 
She's gone, ſhe's gone Kind ſhepherd, Jet me rel 
My troubled head upon thy friendly breaſt, ” 
The foreſt ſeems to move O curſed ſtate?” © 
Idoom'd to love, and ſhe condemn'd to hate | 
Tell me, Alexis, art thou ſtill the fame? © © 
Did no: her brighter eyes put out the flame 
Ot thy firſt love ? did not thy flutt'ring heart, | 
Whene'er ſhe rais'd her look, confeſs the dart? : 
Dio. I own the nymph is faireſt of her race, 
Yet l unmovꝰd can on this beauty gaze, 
Mindful of former-promiſe ; though my love, 
Inconſtant like the bee, the meadows rove, © 
And skim each beauteous flower; nor time nor place 
Shall the dear image from my breaſt efface. 
Since all thy hopes are loſt ; let friendſhip's tye 
Calm our diſtreſs, and lighted love fapply ; ; 
Let us together drive our fleecy ſtore, 
And of ungrateful! woman think no more. 
Tyci. Tis death alone can raiſe her from my breaſt, © 
Lau. Why ſhines thy Love ſo fat above the teſt? 
Nature, 'tis true, in ev*ry outward grace, 
Her niceſt hand employ'd; her lovely face 
With beauteous feature A with roſy dyes 
Warm'd her fair cheek; with lightning arm'd her eyes: 
But if thou ſearch the ſecrets of her mind, 
Where ſhall thy cheated foul a virtue find 7 


. x 


ure 
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Sure hell with cruelty her breaſt ſupply d. 
How did ſhe glory when Menalcas dy'd! 
Pride in her boſomrreigns; ſhe's falſe, ſhe's vain, 
She firſt entices, then inſults the ſwain j 
Shall female cunning lead thy heart aſtray? 
Shepherd, be free; and ſcorn for ſcorn repay. 
Lyci, How woman talks of woman! 
Dio. Hence depart; 
Let a long abſence cr re thy love · ſick heart. 
To ſome far grove retire, her ſighi diſclaim, 
Nor with her charms awake the dying flame. 
Let not an hour thy happy flight ſuſpend ; 
But go not, Lycidas, without thy friend. 
Togecher let us ſeek the cheartul plains, 
And lead the dance among the ſportive ſwains, 
De void of care. | 
Lathe —— — Or elſe the groves diſdain, | 
Nor with.the fylvan walk indulge thy pain. 
Haſte to the town; there (I have oft' been told) 
The courtly nymph her treſſes binds with gold, 
To captivate the youths ; the youths appear 
In fine array; inringlets waves their hair 
Rich with ambroſial ſcents, the fair to move, 
And all the buſineſs of the day is love. 
There from the gawdy train ſelect a dame, 
Her willing glance ſhall catch an equal flame, 


Lyc. Name not the Court. the thought my ſoul con 


tounds, | 
And with D:one's wrongs my bofom wounds, 
Heav'n juſtly viudicates the faithful maid ; 
And now are all my broken yows repaid. 
Perhaps ſhe now laments my {ancy'd death 
With tears unfeign'd ; thinks, how my gaſping breath 
Sigh'd forth her name, O guilt, no more upbraid! 
Yes, I fond innocence and truth betray d. [4/4 


[Dione and Laura apart. 


Die. 
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Dio. Hark ! how reflection wakes his conſcious heart, 
From my pale lids the trickling ſorrows ſtart; 
How (hall my beaſt the ſwelling ſizhs confine! 
Lau, O ſmooth thy brow, conceal our juſt deſignz 
Be yet a while unknown. If grief ariſe, 
And force a paſſage throughthy guſhing eyes, 
Quickly retire, thy ſorrows to compoſe 
Or with a look ſerene diſguiſe thy woes, | 
{ Dione is going out. Laura walks at a di lane; 
Lyc, Canſt thou, Alexis, leave me thus diſtreſt? 
Where's now the boaſted friendſhip of thy breaſt? 
Haſt thou not oft ſuryey'd the dappled deer 
In ſocial herds o'er-ſpread the paſtures fair, 
When op'ning hounds the warmer ſcent purſue, 
And force thedeſtin'd victim from the crew, 
Oft he returns, and fain would join the band, | 
While all their horns the panting wretch withſtan&? = 1 
Such is thy friendſhip; thus might I confide, | 
Dio. Why wilt thou cenſure what thou ne'er haſt l 
try'd? | 
Should _ lean wolf to ſeiſe thee ſwift deſcend, | l 
And gnawing famine wide his jaws diſtend ; 
I'druſtibetween, the monſter to engage, 
And my life's blood ſhould glut his thirfty rage. 
Sooner ſhall ſwallows leave their callow ood, 
Who with plaintive chirpings cry for food 
Sooner ſhall hens expoſe their infant care, 
When the ſpread kite ſails wheeling in the air, 
Than I forſake thee when'by danger preſt; 
Wrong not by jealous fears a faithful breaſt. 
Lyc. If thy fair-ſpoken tongue thy boſom hows; N 
There let the ſecrets of my ſoul repoſe.” © 
Dio. Far be ſuſpicion; in my truth confide. 
O let my heart thy load of cares divide! 
Tyc. Know then, Alexis, that in vain 1 ſtrove | 
To break her chain, and free my ſoul from love; 
| X On 
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On thelim'd twig thus finches beat their wings, 
Still mote entangled in the clammy Strings. 
The flow-pac'd days have witneſs'd my deſpair, 
Upon my weary couch ſits wakeful care; 
Down my fluſh'd cheek the flowing ſorrows run, 
As dews deſcend to weep the abſent ſun. 


O loſt Parthenia! 
Dio. | Theſe wild thoughts ſuſpend; 


And in] thy kind commands inſtru thy friend. 
Lyc, Whene'er my faultring tongue would urge my 
cauſe, 
Deaf is her ear, and ſullen ſhe withdraws, 
Go then, Alexis; ſeek the ſcornful maid, 
In tender eloquence my ſuff* rings plead ; 
Of lighted paſſion thou the pangs haſt known 
O judge my ſecret anguiſh by thy ewn ! 
Dio. Had I the skill inconſtant hearts to move, 
My longing ſoul had never loſt my love. 
My feeble tongue, in theſe ſoft arts untry'd, 
Can ill ſupport the thunder of her pride; 
When ſhe ſhall bid metothy.bower repair, 
How ſhall my trembling lips her threats declare? 
How ſhall I tel] thee, that ſhe could behold, 
With brow ſerene, thy corſe all pale and cold 
Beat on the daſhing billow ? ſhouldſt thou go 
Wherethe tall hill o'«1 hangs the rocks below, 
Near thee thy tyrant could unpitying ſtand, 
Nor call thee back, nor ſtretch a ſaving hand. 
Wilt thou then ſtill perſiſt to temptthy tate, 
To feed her pride, and gratifie her hate ? 
Lyc. Know, unexperienc'd youth, that woman's 
mind 
Oft ſhifts her paſſions, like th inconſtant wind; 
Sudden ſre rages, like the troubled main, 
Now links the ſtorm, and all is calm again, 
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Watch the kind moment, then my wrongs impart, 
And the ſoft tale ſhall glide into her heart. 
Dio. No. Let her wander in the lonely grove, 
And never hear the tender voice of love. | 
Let her awhile, neglected by the ſwain, 
Paſs by, nor ſighs moleſt the cheeriul plain; 
Thus ſhall the tury of her pride be laid; 
Thus humble into love the haughty mid. 
Lyc. Vain are attempts my paiſion to controul, 
Is this tie balm to cure my fainting ſouls © © 
Dio. Deep then among the green-wood ſhades I 
rove, 
And ſeek with weary pace thy wander Love; 
Proſtrate I'll fall, and with inceſſant prayers 
Hang on her knees, and bathe her feet with tears; 
It ſighs of pity can her ear incline, 
(O Lyc das, my lite is wrapt in thine!) [ {ſides 
II charge her from thy voice to hear the tale, * 
Thy voice more ſweet than notes along the vale 
Breath'd from the warbling pipe the moving ſtrain 
Shall ſtay her flight, and o'er her paſſions gain. 
Let if ſhe hear; ſhould love the meſſage ſpeed, 
Then dies all hope; then muſt Dione bleed. [ Aſide. 
Lyc. Haſte chen, dear faithful ſwain. Beneath thoſe yews 
Whoſe ſable arms the browneſt ſhade diffuſe, 
Where all ar$und, to ſhun the ferventskie, 
The panting flocks in ferny thickets lye; 
There with impatience ſhall I wait my friend, 
O'er the wide proſpect frequent glances ſend 
To (py thy wiſh'd return, As thou ſhalt find 


Atender welcome, may thy Love be kind! 
Ex. Lycidas 


SCENE 


fot DION E. 


SCENE VI. 


Dio. Methinks I'm now ſurrounded by deſpaix, 
And all my with'ring hopes are loſt in air, 
Thus the young linnet on the rocking bough 
Hears through long woods autumnal tempeſts blow, 
With hollow blaſts the claſhing branches bend, 


And yellow ſhow'rs of ruſtling leaves deſcend ;, 
She ſees the friendly ſhelter trom her fly, 
Nor dare her little pinions truſt the sky; 
But on the naked ſpray in wintry air, 
All ſhiv'ring, hopeleſs, mourns the dying year. 
What have i promis'd? raſh, unthinking maid! 
By thy own tongue thy wiſhes are betray'd / 
[Laura advances 
Lau. Why walk'&-thou thus diſturb'd with frantick 
"ox 
Why roll thy eyes with madneſs and deſpair : 
Dio. [muſing.] How wiltthou bear to ſee her pride 
give way 
When thus the yielding nymph ſhall bid thee ſay, 
Let not the ſnepherd ſeek the ſilent grave, 
Say, that I bid him live, —if hope can ſave. 
Lau, Has he diſcern'd thee through-the ſwain's dil. 
guite, 
And now alike thy love and friendſhip flys? 
Dio. Yes. Firm and faithtul to the promiſe made, 
I'll range each ſunny hill, eachdawn and glade. 

Lau. Wilt thou not anſwer ? calm tl troubled mind, 
Dio. Where ſhall my ſearch this ha ppy rival find? 
I'll go, my faithleſs ſhepherd's cauſe to plead. 
And with my tears accule th' ungrateful maid, 


Jet, 
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Yet, ſhould her ſoften'd heart to love incline?” 

Lau. If thoſe are all thy fears; Evander's thine. 
Dio. Why ſhould we both in ſorrow waſte our days? 

If love unfeign'd my conſtant boſom ſways, 

His happineſs alone is all I prize, 

And that is center'd in Parthenia's eyes. 

Haſte then, with earneſt zeal her loye implore, 

To bleſs his hours; when thou ſhalt breathe no more. 


AGT 18..SCENE 1. 


Dione lying on the ground by the fide of # 
Fountain. 


— . 
— 
— 


DION E. 
H; RE let me reſt: and in the liquid glas 
View with impartial look my fading face; 
Why are Par:henia's ſtriking beauties priz'd : 
And why Dione's weaker glattcedeſpts*d> 
Nature in various molds has beauty caſt, F 
And form'd the feature for each different taſte : 
This ſighs for golden locks and azure eyes; 
That, for the gloſs of ſable treſſes, dyes, _ 
Let all manleind theſe locks, theſe eyes deteſt. 
S0I were lovely in Evander”s breaſt ? * 
When o'er the garden's knot we caft our view,” 
While ſummer paints the ground with various huez 
Some praiſe the gaudy tulip's ſtreaky red, 
And ſome the ſthver lilly's bending head; 
Some the junquil in ſhining yellow dreſt, 
And ſome the fring'd carnation's varied veſt  . 
Some love the ſober vi'let's purple dyes, 
Thus beauty fares in diff rent lovers eyes. 
Xs, BR 


wy 
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But bright Parthenia like the roſe appearg;. 
She in all eyes ſupexior luſtre bears. 


_—— 


S. CE NE II. 
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Zav. Why thus beneath the ſilver willow laid, 
Wee ps fair Dione in the penſive ſhade? 
Haſt thou yet found the over-arching bower, 
Which guards Parthenia from the ſultry hour? 
Mas not her pride confirm'd the youth's deſpair ? 
Or does thy paſſion ſtill a rival fear? | 
Dio. With weary ſtep in paths unknown | ſtray'd, 
And ſought in vain the ſolitary maid. | 


Lau. Sceſt thou the waving tops of yonder woods, 


Whoſe aged armsimbrown the cooling floods? 
The cooling floods o'er breaking pebbles flow, 
And waſh the {oil from the big roots below; 
From the tall rock the daſhing waters bound. 
Hark, o'er the fields the ruſhing billows ſound ! 
There, loſt in thought, and leaning on her crook, 
Stood the ſad nymph, nor rais'd her penſive look; 
With ſettled eye the bubbling waves ſurvey d, 
And watch'd the whirling eddys, as they play d. 

Dio. Thither to know my certain doom i ſpeed, 


For by this ſentence life or death*s decreed, Exit. 


— — 


SCENE II. 
24 URA. CLEANTHES. 


Lau. But ſee / ſome haſty ſtranger bends this way; 
Ns broid er d reſt reflects the ſunny ray: 
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Now through the thinner bougbs I mark his mien, 
Now veil'd, in thicker ſhades he moves unſeen. 1 
Hither he turns; I hear a mutt'ring ſound ; . ' 
Behind this rev'rend oak with ivie bound | 
Quick I'll retire ; with buſy thought poſſeſt, 
His tongue betrays the fecrets of his breaſt. 
She hides her ſelf. 
Clean. The skillful hunter with experienc'd care 
Traces the doubles of the circling hare; . 
The ubtle fox (who breaths the weary hound 
Oer hills and plains) in diſtant brakes is found; 
With eaſe we track ſwift hinds and skipping roes, 
But who th' inconſtant ways of woman know?: 
They ſay, ſhe wanders with the ſylvan train, 
And courts the native freedoms of the plain; 
Shepherds exp'ain their wiſh without offence, 
Nor bluſh the nymphs ;.—tor Love is innocence,” 
O lead me where the rural youth retreat, 
Where the ſlope hills the warbling yoice repeat. 
Perhaps on daify'd turf reclines the maid, | 
And near her ſide ſome rival clown is laid; 
Yet, yet love her. O loſt nymph return, 
Let not thy fire with tears inceſſant mouen; 
Return, loſt nymph; bid ſorrow ceaſe to flow, 
And let Dione glad the houſe of woe. 
Lau. Call'd he not loſt Dione? hence I'll ſtart, 
Croſs his Now ſteps, and ſift his op'ning heart. [ Aſide. 
Olean. Tell me, fair nymph,dire& my wandring way 
Where, in cloſe bowers, to ſhun the ſultry ray, 
Repoſe the ſwains ; whoſe flocks with bleating fill 
The bord'ring foreſt and the thymy hill. 
But if thou frequent join theſe ſylvan bands, 
Thy ſelf can anſwer what my ſoul demands. 
Las. Seven years I trod theſe fields, theſe bowers,and 
- glades, | | 
And by the leſs ning and the lengtł ning ſhades _ _ 
* Have 
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Have mark'd the hours; what time my flock to lead 
To ſunny mountains, or the watry mead : 
Frain'd in the labuurs of the ſylvan crew, 
Their ſports, retreats, their cares and loves I knew; 
Clean, Inſtruct me then, if late among your race, 
A ſtranger nymph is found of noble grace, | 
In rural arts unskill'd, no charge ſhe tends; 
Nor when the morn and ev'ning dew deſcends 
Milks the big-udder'd ewe. Her mien and dreſs- 
The poliſh'd manners of the Court confeſs. 
Lau. Eack. day arrive the neighb'ring nymphs and 
ſwains 
To ſhare the paſtime of our jovial plains; 
How can I there thy roving beauty trace, 
Where not one nymph is bred of yulgar race? 
Clean. It yet ſhe breath, what tortures muſt ſhe find! 
The curſe of diſobedience tears her mind, 
If cer your breaſt with filial duty burn'd, 
If e'er you ſorrow'd when a parent mourn'd 
Tell her, Tcharge you, with inceſſant groans. 
Her dfrooping fire his abſent child bemoans. 


Lau, Unhappy man! He's 
Clean, — With ſtorms of paſſion toſt, Nor 
When firſt he learnt his vagrant child was loſt, But 
On the cold floor his trembling limbs he flung, And 
And with thick blows his hollow boſom rung; 3 


Then up he ſtarted, and with fixt ſurpriſe, 

Upon her picture threw his frantick eyes, 

While thus he cry'd. In her my life was bound, 
VWarm in each feature is her mother found! 


Perhaps deſpaiĩr has been her fatal guide, ? 
And now ſhe floats upon the weeping tide ; No 
Or on the willow hung, with head reclin'd, Ti, 
All pale and cold ſhe wavers in the wind. Sta 


Did I not force her hence by harſh commands? 
Did not her ſoul abhor the nuptial bands? 
** Lau. 
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Las. Teach not, ye ſires, your daughters to rebel. 
By counſel rein their wills, but ne'er- compel... 
Clean.Y e duteous daughters, truſt theſe tender pa | 
Nor thinka parent's breaſt the tyrant hides, . 
Lau. From eitner lid the ſcalding ſorrows roll; 
The moving tale runs thrilling to my ſoul. 
Clean, Perhaps ſhe wanders in the lonely woods, . 
Or on the ſedgy borders of the floods; 
Thou knowſt each cottage, foreſt, hill and vale, .. 
And pebbled brook that winds along the dale. 
Seareh each ſequeſtred cell to find the fair; 
And juſt reward ſhall gratifie thy care. 
Lau. O ye kind boughs protect the virgin 's flight; 
And guard Dione from his prying ſight! [4/6 ids 
Cle. Mean while Ill ſeek the ſhepherd's cool abodes, 
Point me, fair aymph, along theſe doubtful roads. 
Lau. Seeſt thou yon' mountain rear his ſhaggy brow? - 
la the green valley graze the flocks below: 
There ev'ry gale-wuth warbling mulick floats,-. 
Shade anſwers ſhade, and breaths alternate notes. 
Ex. Geanthes 
He's gone; and to the diſtant valesis ſent,.. | 
Nor ſhall his force D:one's love prevent, 
But ſee, ſhe comes again with haſty pace, 
And conſcious pleaſure dimples on her face. 
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Dio. I found her laid beſide the cryſtal brook; . 

Nor rais'd ſhe from the ſtream her ſettled look, 

Till near her fide I ſtood; her head ſhe rears; 

Starts ſudden, and her ſhrieks confeſs her fears. 
Lau. Did not thy words her thoughtful ſoul ſurpriſe,” | 


And kindle ſparkling anger ia her ey es? Di 
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Dis. Thus ſhe reply*d, with rage and ſcorn poſſeſt. 
© Will importuning love ne er give mereſt ? 
© Why am l thus in deſarts wild purſu'd, 

Like guilty conſciences when ſtain'd with blood? 

© Sure boding ravens, from the blaſted oak, 

© Shall learn the name of Lycidas to croak, 

To ſound it in my ears! As ſwains paſs by, 

With look askance, they ſhake their heads and cry, 

© Lo! this is ſhe for whom the ſhepherd dy'd! 

Soon Lycidas, a victim to her pride, 

Shall ſeek the grave: and in the glimm'ring glade, 

© With look ail pale, ſhall glide the reſtleſs ſhade- 

Of the poor ſwain; while we with haggard eye 

* And briſtled hair the fleeting phantom fly, 

Still let their curſes innocence upbraid: 

Heay'n never will torſake the virmous maid, 

Da. Didſt thou perſiſt to touch her haughty breaſt?” 
Dio. She ſtill the more diſdain'd, the more I preſt. 
Lau. When you were gone, theſe walks a firanger. 

" croft, 

He turn'dthrough ev'ry path, and wander'd loft ; 

To me he came; with.courteous ſpeech demands 

Beneath what bowers-repos'd the ſhepherd bands; 

Then further asks me, if among thatrace 

A ſnhepherdeſs was found of courtly grace; 

Wich proffer'd bribes my faithful tongue eſſays, . 

But for no bribe the faithful tongue betrays, _ 

In me Dione's ſafe. Far hence he ſpeeds, . 

Where other hills reſound with other reeds. 

Dio. Should he come back; Suſpicion's jealous eyes 
Might trace my feature through the ſwain's diſguile. 
Now ev'ry noiſe and whiſtling wind I dread, 

And in each ſound approaches human tread. 

Lau. He ſaid, he left your houſe involy'd in eares, 
Sighs ſwell'd each breaſt, © each eye o'erflow'd with 
For his loſt child thy penſive father mourns, . tears; 
And ſunk in ſorrow to the duſt returns. G9 
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60 back, obedient daughter; hence depart,. 
And till the ſighs that tear his anxious heart. 
soon ſhall Evander, wearied with diſdain, . 
Forgo theſe fields, and ſeek the town again. 
Dio. Think, Laura, what thy haſty thoughts perſuadez. 
If Ireturn, to Love a victim made, 
My wrathful Sire will force his harſh command, 
And with Cleant hes join my trembling hand. 
Lax. Yet the kind parent ſoft perſuaſion trys,, 
And what his power compels not, may adviſe. 
Dio. On the high nuprials of the Court look round 
Where ſhall, alas, one happy pair be found! 
There, marriage is tor ſervile igt'reſt ſought s- 
s love for wealth or power or title bought? 
Tis hence domeſtick jars their peace deſtroy. 
And looſe adult'ry ſteals the ſhameful joy. 
But ſearch we wide o'er all the bliſsful plains,. 
Where lo ve alone, devoid of int'reſt, reigns. 
What concord in each happy pair appears! 
How fondneſs (tre ngthens with the rolling years!” 
Superior power ne'erthwarts their ſoft delights, 
Nor jealous accuſations wake their nights. 
Lau. May all thoſe bleſſings on Diane fall. 
Dio. Grant me/Evander, and I ſhare them all. 
Shall a fond father give perpetual trite, 
And doom his child to be a wretch for life ? 
Though he bequeath'd me all theſe woods and plains. 
And all the flocks che ruſſet down contains; 
With all the golden harveſts of the year, 
Far as where yonder purple mountains rear; 
Can theſe, the broils of nuptial life prevent? 
Can theſe, without Evandur, give content? 
But ſee, he comes. 
1 ˙ A — repair, 
Where wanders by the ſtream my fleecy care... 
1 as 
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Mayſt thou the rage of this new flame controul, 
And wake Dione in his tender ſoul ! [Ex. Laura; 


SCENE V. 
DIONE. LYCIDAS 
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i. 


rn. 


Lyc. Say, my Alexis, can thy words impart. 
Kind rays of hope to cheer a doubtful heart? 
How didſt thou firſt my pangs of love diſcloſe ? 
Did her diſdainful brow confirm my woes? 

Or did ſoft pity in her boſom riſe, 
Heave on her breaſt, andlanguiſh in her eyes? 


Dio. How ſhall my tongue the fault ring tale explain! 


My heart drops blood to give the ſnepherd pain. 


Tyc. Pronounce her utmoſt ſcorn; I come prepard 


To meet my doom. Say, is my death declar'd? - 


D.. Why ſhould thy fate depend on woman's will? 


Forget this rant, and be happy till, 

Lyc, Didſt thou beſeech her not to ſpeed her flight,”. 
Nor ſhun with wrathful glance my hated ſight? : 
Will ſhe conſent my ſighing plaint to hear, 

Nor let my piercing crys be loſt in air ? 

Dio. Can mariners appeaſe the toſſing ſtorm, 
When foaming waves the yawning deep deform #- 
When o'er the ſable cloud the thunder flies, 

Say, who ſhall calm the terror of the skies? 

Who ſhall the lion's famiſh d roar aflwage ? 

And can we ſtil proud woman's ſtronger rage? 

Soon as my faithful tongue pronoune'd thy name, 

Sudden her glances ſhot reſentful flame: 

Be dumb, ſhe crys, this whining love give oer, 

Ang vex me with th* ungrateful theme no more... 
Lyc. *Tis pride alone that keeps alive her ſcorn, . 

Can the mean ſwain in humble cottage born, 
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Can Poverty that haughty heart obtain, 
Where avarice and ſtrong ambition reign I 
If Poverty pals by in tatter d coat, 
Curs vex his heels and ftretch their barking throat; 
If chance he mingle in the female croud, 
Pride toſſes high het head, Scorn laughs aloud ; 
Each nymph turns from him to her gay gallant, 
And wonders at the impudence of Want, 
'Tis vanity that rules all woman-kind, 
Love is the weakeſt paſſionof their mind, 

Dio. Though one is by thoſe ſervile views poſſeſt, 
O Lycidas, .condemn not all the reſt, 

Lyc. Though I were bent beneath a load of years, 
And ſeventy winters thin'd my hoary hairs ; 
Yet it my olive branches dropt with oil, 
And craoked ſhares were brighten d in my ſoil, 
If lowing herds my fat' ning meads poſſeſt, 
And my white fleece the tawny mountain dreſt; 
Then would ſhe lure me with love- darting glance, 
And with fond mercenary ſmiles advance, _- .: 
Though hell with ev'ry vice my ſoul had ſtain d, 
And froward anger in my bolom reign d. 
Though avarice my coffers cloath'd in ruſt, 
And my joints trembled with enfeebled luſt; 
Yet were my ancient name With titles great, 
How would ſhe languiſh for the gawdy baie! 
It to her love all-tempting wealth pretend, 
What virtuous woman can her heart defend! 


Dio. Conqueſts, thus meanly bought, men ſood 


deſpiſe, 
And juſtly flight the mercenary prize. 
Lyc. I know theſe frailties in her breaſt reſide, 
Direct her glance and ev'ry action guide, 
Still let Mexis' faithful friendſhip aid, 
Once more attempt to bend the ſtubborn maid, 
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Tell her, no baſe-born ſwain provokes her ſcorn, 
No clown, beneath the fedgy cottage born 

Tell her, for her this ſylvan dreſs I took, 

For her my name and pomp of Courts forſook; 
My lotty roofs with golden ſculpture ſhine, 

And my high birth deſcends from ancient line, 

Dio. Love is a ſacred voluntary fire, 

Gold never bought that pure, that chaſt deſire. 
Who thinks true love for luere to poſſeſs, 

Shall graſp falſe flatt'ry and the feign' d careſs; 
Can we believe that mean, that ſervile wife, 
Who vilely ſells ber dear- bought love for life, 
Would not her virtue {or an hour reſign, 

If in her ſight the proffer'd treaſure ſhine, 

Lyc. Can reaſon (when by winds fwift fires are born 
Ober waving harveſts of autumnal corn) | 
Thedriving fury of the flame reprove? 

Who then ſhail reaſon with a heart in love! 

Dio. Yer let me ſpeak; O may my words perſuade 

The noble youth to quit this ſylvan maid ! 
Reſign thy crook, no more to plains reſort, 
Look round on all the beauties of the Court; 
There ſhall thy merit find a worthy flame, 
Some nymph ot equal wealth and equal name. 
Think, if thete offers ſhould thy wiſh obtain, 
And ſhould the ruſ ick beauty ſtoop to gain; 
Thy heart cculd ne'er prolong th' unequal fire, 

The ſudden blaze would in one year expire; 
Then thy raſh tolly-thou too late ſhalt chide, 
To Poverty and bafe-born blood ally*d;; 
Her vulgar tongue ſhall animate the ſtrife, 
And hourly diſcord vex thy turure life, 

Lyc. Such is the force thy faithful words impart, 
That like the galling goad they pierce my heart! 
Thou thinkꝰſt fair virtue in my breaſt reſides, 

That honeſt truth my lips and a Rions guides; 
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Deluded ſhepherd, couldſt thou view my ſoul, 
Thou'dft ſee it with deceit and treach'ry foul; 

I'm baſe, perfidious, -E'er from Court I came, 
Love ſingled from the train a beauteous dame; 

The tender maid my fervent yows believ'd, 

My fervent vows the tender maid deceiv'd, 

Why doſt thou tremble ? why thus heave thy ſighs? 
| Why ſteal the ſilent ſorrows from thy eyes? 

Dio. Sure the ſoft lamb hides rage within his breaſt, 
And cooing turtles are with hate poſſeſt; 

When from ſo ſweet a tongue flow fraud and lies, 
And thoſe meek looks a, perjur'd heart diſguiſe, 
Ah! who ſhall now on faithleſs man depend? 

The treach'rous lover proves as falſe a friend. 

Lyc. When with Duone's love my boſom glow'd, 
Firm conſtaucy and truth ſincere Ilvow'd.; 

But ſince Parthenia's brighter charms were known, 
My love, my conſtancy and truth are flown. 

Dio. Are not thy hours with conſcious anguiſh ſtung? 
Swift vengeance muſt o'ertake the,perjur'd tongue. 
The Gods the cauſe of injur'd love aſſert, | 
And arm with ſtubborn pride Parthenia's heart. 

Lyc, Go, try her; tempt her with my birth and ſtate, 
Stronger ambition will ſubdue her hate. 

7 jo, O rather turn thy thoughts on that loſt maid, 
Whoſe hourly ſighs thy faithleſs oath upbraid? 

Think thou behold'ſt her at the dead of night, 
Plac'd.by the glimm'ring taper's paly light, 

With all thy letters ſpread before her view, 

While trickling tears the tender lines bedew; 
Sobbing ſhe reads the perj'rys o'er and o'er, 

And her long nights know peaceful ſleep no more, 

Lyc. Let me forget her. 

Dio. — — 0 falſe youth, relent; 

Think ſhould Porthenia to thy hopes conſent; 
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When Hymes joins your hands, and muſick's yoich 
Makes the glad eechoes ot thy domes rejoyce, 
Then ſhall Dio ne force the crouded hall, 
Kneelat thy feet and loud for juſtice call: 
Could'ſt thou behold her weltring on the ground, 
The purple dagger reeking from the wound? 
Could'{ thou unmoy'd this dreadful ſight ſuryey? 
Such fatal ſcenes ſhall ſtain thy bridal day, 
Lyc. The horrid thought ſinks deep into my ſoul, 
And down my cheek unwilling ſorrows roll. 
Dio. From this new flame tiou may'ſt as yet recede, 
Or haſt thou doom'd that guiltleſs maid ſhall bleed? 
Lyc. Name her no more. -Haſte, ſeek the ſylvan Fair, 
Dio. Should the rich proffer tempt her liſt' ning ear, 
Zid all thy peace adieu. O barb'rous youth, 
Canſt thou forgo thy honour, love and truth t 
"Yet ſhould Parthenia wealth and title ſlight, 
Would juſtice then reſtore Dzoxe's right £ 
WW ould'ſt thou then dry her ever - falling tears; 
And bleſs with love and joy thy future years ? 
Lyc. I'll in yon' ſhade thy wiſh'd return attend; 
» Come, quickly come, and cheer thy ſighing friend, 
Exit Lycidas. 
Dio. Should her proud ſoul reſiſt the tempting bait, 
Should ſhe contema his proffer'd wealth and ſtate, 
Then I once more his perjur'd heart may moye, 
And in his boſom wake the dying love. 
As the pale wretch involv'd in doubts and fears, 
All trembling in the judgment hall appears; 
So ſhall I ſtand before Parthenia's eyes, 
For as ſhe dooms, Dione lives or dies. 
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ACT lv. SCENE I 


LICYDAS. PARTHENTIA al 


in a bower. - 


M AY norude wind the ruſtling branches move; 


Breathe ſoft, ye ſilent gales, nor wake my Love, 


Ye ſhepherds, * piping homeward onthe way, 

Let not the diſtant ecchoes learn your lay; 

Strain not, ye nightingales, your warbling throat; 

May no loud ſhake prolong the ſhriller note, 

Leſt ſhe awake; O ſleep, ſecure her eyes, 

That I may gaze; for if 'ſhe wake, ſhe flies, 

While eaſy dreams compoſe her peaceful ſoul, 

What anxious cares within my boſom roll! 

It tir'd with ſighs beneath the beech ] lye, 

And languid ſlumber cloſe my weeping eye, 

Her lovely viſion riſes to my view. 

Swift flys the nymph, and ſwift would P purſue; 

I ſtrive to call, my tongue has loſt its ſound; 

Like rooted oaks, my feet benumm'd are bound; 

Strug2ling wake. Again my ſorrows flow, 

And not one flatt'ring dream deludes my woe. 

What innocence! how meek is ev'ry grace! 

How ſweet the ſmile that dimples on her face, 

Calm as the ſleeping ſeas? but ſhould my ſighs 

Too rudely breathe, what angry ſtorms would riſe / 

Though the fair roſe with beauteous bluſh is crown'd, 

Beneath her fragrant leaves the thornis found; 

The peach, that with inviting crimſon blooms, 

Deep at the heart the cank*ring worm conſumes ; 

'Tis thus, alas! thoſe lovely features hide 

Diſdain and anger and reſentful pride. 
Y SCENK IR 


DIONE. zor 


306 D ION. 
ETC ID AS. DIONE. PARTHE NIA. 


Lyc. Has proffer'd greatneſs yet ob ercome her hate) 
And does ſhe languiſh for the glitt'ring bait ? | 
Againſt the ſwain ſhe might her pride ſupport. 

Can ſhe ſubdue her ſex, and ſcorn a Court? 
Perhaps in dreams the ſhining viſion charms, 
And the rich bracelet ſparkles on her arms; 
In fancy'd heaps the golden treaſure glows : 
Parthenia, wake; all this thy ſwain beſtows. 

Dio. Sleeps ſhe intheſe cloſe bowers ? 

Lyc. — Lo! there ſhe lies. 

Dio. O may no ſtartling ſound unſeal her eyes, 

And drive her hence away. Till now, in vain 
I trod the winding wood and weary plain; 
Ign'rant as yet what grandeur courts her ſcorn, 
She thinks thee train'd in fields, and vulgar- born. 
Hence, Lycidas; beyond thoſe ſhades repoſe, 
While I thy fortune and thy birth diſcloſe. 
Lyc, May kind ſucceſs upon the meſſage wait; 
Dio. O rather think on loſt Diones tate / 
Muſt ſhe thy broken faith for ever mourn, 
And will that juſter paſſion ne er return? 
Lyc. I'll hear no more: go then, her ſlumbers chaſ;, 
And in her view the bright temptation place. 
| [ Ex. Lycidas, 
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SCENE III. 
DI ONE. PARTHE NIA. 


Dio. Now flames the weſtern skie with golden beams, 
And the ray kindles on the quivering ſtreams , 
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Long flights of crows, high-croaking from their food, 
Now ſeek the nightly covert of the wood; 
The tender graſs with dewy cryſtal bends, 

And gath'ring vapour from the heath aſcends. 
Shake off this downy reſt ; wake, gentle maid, 
Truſt not thy charms beneath the noxious ſhade, 
Parthenia, riſe. 


Par, MV bat voice n my ear? 


Away. . Approach not. Hah ! Alexis there! 
Let us together to the vales deſcend, 
And to the folds our bleating charge attend; - 
But let me hear no more that ſhepherd's name, 
Vex not my quiet with his hateful flame. 

Dio. Can behold him gaſping on the ground, 
Nor ſeek a healing herb to ſtanch the wound? 


For thee continual ſighs conſume his heart, 


Tis thou alone canſt cure the bleeding ſmart. 
Once more I come the moving cauſe to plead, 
If till his ſuff'rings cannot intercede, 
Yetlet my friend ſhip do his paſſion right, 
And ſhow thy lover in his native light, 

Par. Why in dark myſt'ry are thy words involv'd? 
If Lycidas you mean; know, I'm reſolyv'd, 

Dio. Let not thy kindling rage my words reſtrain. 
Know e then Parthenia ſlights no vulgar ſwain, 
For thee he bears the ſcrip and ſylvan crook, 
For thee the glories of a Court forſook. 
May not thy heart the weathy flame decline, 
His honours, his poſſeſſions, all are thine, 

Par, It he's a Courtier, O ye Nymphs, beware; 
Thoſe who moſt promiſe are the leaſt ſincere. 
The quick-ey'd hawk fhoots headlong from above, 
And in his pounces bears the trembling dove; 
The pilf'ring wolf o'er-leaps the fold's defence. 
But the falſe — preys on innocence. 
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It he's a Courtier; O ye Nymphs, beware: 
Thoſe who moſt promiſe are the leaſt ſincere. 
Dio. Alas thou ne'er haſt proy'd the ſweets of State, 
Nor known that female Pleaſure, to be great. 
'Tis for the town ripe cluſters load the poles, 
And all our Autumn crowns the Courtier's bowles; 
For him our woods the red-ey'd pheaſant breed, 
And annual coveys in our harveſt feed 
For lim with fruit the bending branch is ſtor'd, 
Plenty pours all her bleſſings on his board, 
It (when the market to the city calls) 
We chance to pals beſide his palace walls, 
Does not his hall with muſick's voice reſound, 
And the floor tremble with the dancer's bound ? 
Such are the pleaſures Lycidas ſhall give, 
When thy relenting boſom bids him live. 
Par, See yon gay goldfinch hop from ſpray to ſpray, 
Who ſings a farewel to the parting day; 
At large he flies o' er hill and dale and down; 
Is not each buſh, each ſpreading tiee his own? 
And canſt thou think he'll quit his native brier, 
For the bright cage o'er-arch'd with golden wire ? 
W hat then are honours, pomp and gold to me? 
Are thoſe a price to purchale liberty ! 
Dio. Think, when the Hymeneal torch ſhall blaze, 
And on the ſolemn rites the virgins gaze; 
When thy fair locks with glitt'ring gems are grac'd, 
And the bright zone ſhall ſparkle round thy waiſt, 
How will their hearts with envious ſorrow pine, 
When Lycidas [hall join his hand to thine! 
Par. And yet, Alexis, all that pomp and ſhow 
Is oft the varniſh of internal woe. 
When the chaſt lamb is from her ſiſters led, 
And interwoven garlands paint her head; 
The gazing flock, all enyious of her pride, 
Dehold ber skipping by the Prieſteſs fide . 
Tach 
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Each hopes the flow'ry wreath with longing eyes; 
While ſhe, alas! is led to ſacrifice ! | 
Thus walks the bride in all her ſtate array'd,. . 

The gaze and envy of each thoughtleſs maid, 

Dio. As yet her tongue reſiſts the tempting ſnare, . 
And guards my panting boſom from deſpair... [4/idp. 
Can thy ſtrong Sout this noble flame forgo. ? | 
Muſt ſuch a lover waſte his life in woe? 

Par. Tell him, his gifts [ ſcorn, not all his art, 
Not all his flatt'ry ſhall ſeduce my heart. 
Courtiers, F know, are diſciplin'd to cheat, 
Their infant lips are taught to liſp deceit; _ 
To prey on eaſy nymphs they range the ſhade, 
And vainly boaſt of innocence betray dj; 
Chaſt hearts, unlearn'd in falſehood, they aſſail, 
And think our ear will drink the grateful tale: 
No. Lycidas ſhall neb er my peace deſtroy, 
Il guard my virtue, and content enjoy, 

Dio. So ſtrong a paſſion in my boſom burns, 
VW hene'er his foul is griev'd, Alexis mourns! 
Canſt thou this importuning ardor blame ? 
Would not thy tongue for triendſhip urge the ſame ? 

Par, Yes, blooming ſwain. Thou ſhow'ſt an he- 

neſt mind; * 

I ſee it, with the pureſt flame refin'd, 
Who ſhall compare love's mean and groſs deſire iv 
To the chaſt zeal of friendſhip*s ſacred fire? iF$ 
By whining love our weakneſs is confeſt ; 
But ſtronger friend ihip ſhows a virtuous breaſt. 
In Folly's heart the ſhort-liy'd blaze may glow, | 
Wiſdom alone can purer friendſhip know, 
Love is a ſudden blaze which ſoon decays, 
Friendſhip"s' like the ſun's eternal rays , 
Not daily benefits exhauft the flame, 
It ſtill is giving, and ſtill burns the ſame ; 
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And could Alexis from his Soul remove 
All the low images of groſſer love; 
Such mild, ſuch gentle looks thy heart declare, 
Fain would my breaſt thy faithful friendſhip ſhare. . 
Dis. How dar'ſt thou in the diff rent ſex confide ? 
, Andleek a friendſhip which thou ne'er haſt try'd ? 
Par, Yes, I to.thee could give up all my heart, 
From thy chaſt eye no wanton glances dart; 
Thy modeſt lips couvey no thought impure, 
With thee may ſtricteſt virtue walk ſecure. . 
Dio. Yet can I ſafely on the nymph depend, 
Whole uncelenting ſcorn can kill my friend! 
Par. Accuſe me not, who act a generous part; 
Had I, like city maids, a fraudful heart, 
Then had his proffers taught my ſoul to feign, . 
Then had l vily ſtoopt to ſordid gain, 
Then had I ſigh'd for honours, pomp and gold, 
And for unhappy chains my freedom ſold. 
If thou wouldꝰſt ſave him. bid him leave the plain, 
And to his native city turn again: 
There, ſhall his paſſion find a ready cure, 
There, not one dame reſiſts the glitt'ring lure. 
Dio. All this I frequent urg d, but urg'd in vain. 
Alas ! thou only canſt aſſwage his pain! 


SCEN-E IV. 


DIONE. PARTHENIA,. LYE 1 
DA S. UDiſtening. 


Lyc. Why ſtays Alexis? can my boſom bear 
Thus long th alternate ſtorm of hope and fear? 
Londer they walk; no frowns her brow diſzuiſe, 
But love conſeming ſꝑarkles in her eyes; 


Here 
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Here willl liſten, here, impatient wait, | 

Spare me, Parthenia, and reſign thy hate. [Aſide;.. 
Par. When Lycidas ſhall to the Court repair, 

Still let Alexis love his fleecy care; 

Still let him chuſe cool grots and ſylyan bowers, 

And let Parthenia ſhare his peaceful hours. . 
Lyc. What do [hear? my friendſhip is betray'd ; 

The treach'rous rival has ſeduc'd the maid. { Afide;: 
Par. With thee; where bearded goats deſcend the 

ſteep, 

Or where, like winter's ſnow, the 2 ſneep 

Cloath the lope hills; Pll paſs the ehearful day, 

And from thy reed my voice ſhall catch the lay. 

But ſee, ſtill Ev'ning ſpreads her dusky wings, 

The flocks, ſlow-moving from the miſty ſprings, 

Now ſeek. their fold. Come, ſhepherd, let's away,. 

To cloſe the lateſt. labours of the day. | 

| [Exeunt hand in hand... 


SCENE V. 


LYCID AS. 


My troubled heart what dire diſaſter's rend! 

A ſcornful miſtreſs, and a treach'rous friend! 
Would ye be cozen'd, more than woman can; 
Unlock your Loſom to perfidious man. 

One faithtul woman have theſe eyes beheld, 

And againſther this perjur'd heart rebell'd: 

But ſearch as far as earth's wide bounds extend, . 
Where {ball the wretched find one faithful friend? 
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SCENE VI. 


LTCI DAS. DION E. 


J 


Tyt. Why ſtarts the fwain ? why turn his eyes away, | 


As if amidſt his path the viper lay? 
Did I not to thy charge. my heart confide? 
Did I not truſt thee near Parthenia's fide, 
As here ſne ſlept? 
Dio. she {trait my call obey' d, 
And downy ſlumber left the lovely maid; 


As in the morn awakes the folded roſe, 


And all around her breathing odour throws; 


So wak'd Parthenia. 
Lyc.— Could thy guarded heart, 


W hen her full beauty glow'd, put by the dart? 


Jet on Alexis let my ſoul depend, 
Tis moſt ungen'rous to ſuſpect a friend. 
And thou, I hope, haſt well that name profeſt. 

Dio. O could thy piercing eye diſcern my breaſt! 
Could'ſt thou the ſecrets of my boſom ſee, 

There ev ry thought is fill'd with cares for thee, 

Lyc. Is there, againſt hypoeriſie, defence, 
Who cloaths her words and looks with innocence! 

[ Aſide, 
Say, ſhepherd, when you proffer'd wealth and ſtate, 
Did not her ſcorp and ſuppled pride abate ? 

Dio. As ſparkling di*'monds to the feather'd train, 
Who ſcrape the winnow'd chaff in ſearch of grain; 
Such to the ſhepherdeſs the court appears: 

Content ſhe ſeeks, and ſpurns thoſe gliic ring cares, 

Lyc. Tis not in woman grandeur to deſpiſe, 

Tis not from Courts, from me alone ſhe flies, 
Did not my paſſion ſuffer like diſgrace, 
W hile ſhe beliey'd me born of ſylyan race? 
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'Poſt thou not think, this proudeſt of her kind 
Has to ſome rival ſwain her heart reſign d? 
Dio. No rival ſhepherd her diſdain can move; 
Her froaen boſom is averſe to love. | 
Lyc, Say, art thou ſure, that this ungrateful fair 
Scorns all alike, bids all alike deſpair ? 
Dio. How can I know the ſecrets of her heart! 
Lyc. Anſwer ſincere, nor from the queſtion ſtart. 
Say, in her glance was never love confeſt, 
And is no ſwain diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt? 
Dio. O Lycidas, bid all thy troubles ceaſe; 
Let not a thought on her diſturb thy peace. 
May juſtice bid thy former paſſion wake; 
Think how Dione ſuffers for thy ſake: 
Let not a broken oath thy honour ſtain, 
| Recal thy vows, and ſeek the Town again. | 
Lyc. What means Alexis? where's thy friendſhip 
flown? 
Why am I baniſh'd to the hateful town : 
Has ſome new ſhepherd warm'd Parthenia's breaſt ? 
And does my love her am'rous hours moleſt ? 
Is it for this thou bid'ſt me quit the plain? 
Yes, yes, thou fondly loy'ſt this rival ſwain, 
When firſt my cheated ſoul thy friendſhip woo'd, 
To my warm heart I took the yip'rousbrood, 
O falſe Alexis 

Dio. — Why am I accus'd? 

Thy jealous mind is by weak fears abus d. 

Lyc. Was not thy boſom fraught with falſe deſign? 
Didſt thou not plead his cauſe, and give up mine? 
Let not thy tongue evaſive anſwer ſeek; 

The conſciouscrimſon riſes on thy cheek : 
Thy coward conſcience, by thy guilt diſmaid, 
Shakes in each joint, and owns thatT'm betray'd. 
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Dio. How my poor Heart is wrong'd! O ſpare thy Her 
Lyc. Seek not detected falſehood to defend. friend? And 
Dio. Beware; leſt blind ſuſpicion raſnly blame. 
Tyc. Own thy ſelf then the rival of my flame, 

It this be ſhe for whom Alexis pin'd, | 

She now no more is to thy yows unkind, 

Behind the thicket's twiſted verdure laid, 

1 witneſs'd ev'ry tender thing ſhe ſaid ; 

I ſaw bright pleaſure kindle in her eyes, 

Love warm'd each feature at thy ſoft replys. 

Dio. Yet hear me ſpeak. 

Lyc In vain is all defence. 
Did not thy treach'rous hand conduct her hence? 
Haſte, from my ſight. Rage burns in ev'ry vein; 
Never approach my juſt revenge again. 

Dio. O ſearch my heart; there injur'd truth thouꝰlt find, 

Lyc. Talk not of Truth; long ſince ſhe left mankind, 

So ſmooth a tongue! and yet ſo falſe a heart! 

Sure Courts firſt taught thee fawning friendſhip's art! 

No. Thou art falſe by nature. 

Dis. —=—— ———— Let me clear 

This heavy charge, and prove my truſt ſincere, 

Lyc. Boaſt then her favours; ſay, what happy hour 

Next calls to meet her in th appointed bower 


Say, when and where you met. | Lan 

Did. — mmm — Be rage ſuppreſt. Does { 
In ſtabbing mine, vou wound Parthenia's breaſt. Dio, 
She ſaid, ſhe ſtill defy d Love's keeneſt dart; Again 
Yet purer friendſhip might divide her heart, A perj 
Friendſhip's ſincerer bands ſhe wiſh'd to prove. DEN 


Lyc, A woman's friendſhip ever ends in love. 
Think not theſe fooliſh tales my faith command. Conce: 


Did not I ſee thee preſs her ſnowy hand? He ſay 
O may her paſſion like thy friendſhip laſt! That n 
May ſhe betray thee e'er a day be paſt! — 

| 


Hence 


ul 
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Hence then; Away. Thou'rt hateful to my ſight, 
And thus I ſpurn the fawning hypocrite, . 
[Ex. Lycidas· 


—_—— 


SCENE VII. 


Dione. Was ever grief like mine! O wretched maid! - 


My friendſhip wrong'd ! my conſtantlove betray'd! 
Visfortune haunts my ſteps where-&er L go, 

And all my dars are over-caſt with woe. 

Long have | ſtrove th' encreaſing load to bear, 

Now faints my ſoul, and ſinks into deſpair. 

Olead me to the hanging mountain's cell, 

In whoſe brown cliffs the fowls of darkneſs dwell; 
Where waters, trickling down the rifted wall, 
Shall lull my ſorrows with-the tinkling fall. 

There, ſeek thy grave. How-canſt thou bear the light, 
When baniſh'd.ever from Evander's ſight! 


» SCENES 
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Lan, Why hangs a' cloud of grief upon thy-brows ? 
Does the proud pymph accept Evander's vows? 
Dio. Can I beat lite with theſe new pangs oppreſt ! 


Again he tears me from his faithleſs breaſt: 


A perjur'd Lover fif{t he ſought theſe plains, 
And now my friendſhip like my love diſdains. 
AsI new offers to Parthenia made, 
Conceal'd he ſtood behind the woodbine ſhade, 
He ſays, my treach'rous tongue his heart betray'd, 
That my falſe ſpeeches have miſ- led the maid ; 
With groundlefs fear he thus his ſoul deceiyes; 
What frenzy dictates, jealouſy believes. 
2 2 Lau. 
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Lau, Reſign thy crook, put off this manly yeſt, 
And let the wrong'd Dione ſtand confeſt , 
When he ſhall learn what ſorrows thou haſt born, 
And find that nought relents Parthenia's ſcorn, 
Sure he will pity thee. 
Dio. No, Laura, no. 
Should I, alas! the ſylvan dreſs forgo, 
Then might he think that I her pride foment 
That injur'd love ĩnſtructs me to reſent; 
Our ſecret enterprize might fatal prove: 
Man flys the plague of perſecuting love. 
Lau. Avoid Parthenia ; leſt his rage grow warm, 
And jealouſie refolve ſome fatal harm. 
Dio. O Laura, if thou chance the youth to find, 
Tell him what torments vex my anxious mind; 
Should I once more his awful preſence ſeek, 
The ſilent tears would bathe my glowing cheek; 


By riſing ſighs my fault'ring voice be ſtay'd, 


And trembling fear too ſoon confeſs the maid. 
Haſte, Laura, then; his vengeful ſoul aſſwage, 
Tell him, I'm guiltleſs; cool his blinded rage; 
Tell him that truth ſincere my friendſhip brought, 
Let him not cheriſh one ſuſpicious thought. 
Then to convince him, his diſtruſt was yain, 
I'll never, never ſee that nymph again. 
This way be went. 

Lan. —— See, at the call of night, 
The ſtar of ey'ning ſheds his ſilyer light 
High o'er yon weſtern hill: the cooling gales 
Freſh odours breathe along the winding dales 
Far from their home as yet our ſhepherds ſtray, 
To cloſewith cheerful walk the ſultry day. 


 Methinks from far I hear the piping ſwain; 


Hark, in the breeze now ſwells, now ſinks the ſtrain! 
Thither 1'11 ſeek him. 

Dio. = While this length of glade 
Shall lead me penſiye through the ſable ſhade ; Where 


Where on the branches murmur ruſhing winds, 
Grateful as falling floods to loye-ſick minds. 
O may this path to Death's dark vale deſcend! 
There only, | can the wretched hope a friend. 
Ex. ſeverally. 


ACT v. EMNELE 
A- Wood. 


DIONE. CLEANTHES,.(who hes 
wounded in à diſtant part of the ſtage.) 


DIONE, 
HE Moon ſerene now climbs th' aerial way; 

See, at her ſight ten thouſand ſtars decay : 
With trembling gleam ſhe tips the ſilent grove, 
While all beneath the chequer'd ſhadows move. 
Turn back thy ſilver axles, downward roll, 
Darkneſs beſt fits the horrors of my ſoul. 
Riſe, riſe, ye clouds; the face of heav'ndeform, , 
Veil the bright Goddeſs in a (able ſtorm . 
O look not down upon a wretched maid ! 
Let thy bright torch the nappy lover aid, 
And light his wandring footſteps to the bower, 
Where the kind nymph attends th* appointed hour. 
Yet thou haſt ſeen unhappy love, like mine; 
Did not thy lamp in Heav'n's blue forehead ſhine, . 
When Thisbe ſought her Love along the glade ? 
Didſt thou not then behold the gleaming blade, 
And gild the fatal point that ſtabb'd her breaſt ? 
Soon], like her, ſhall ſeek the realms of reſt, 
Let groves of mournful yew this wretch ſurround }- 


© ſavoth od ear with Ws "ks ſound! . | 
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The village curs now ſtreteh their yelling throat, 
And dogs from diſtant cotts return the note 
The ray'nous wolf along the valley prowls, 
And with his tamiſh'd crys the mountain how. 
But hark ! what ſudden noiſe advances near ? 
Repeated groans alarm my frighted ear 
Clean, Shepherd, approach; ah! fly not through the 
A wretch all dy'd with wounds invokes thy aid. [glade, 
Dio. Say then, pnhappy ſtranger, how you bled; 
Collect thy ſpirits, raiſe thy drooping head. 
[ Cleanthes raiſes himſelf on his arm, 
O horrid ſight / Cleanthes gaſping lies; 
And Death's black ſhadows float before his eyes. 
Unknown in this diſguiſe, I'll check my woe, 
And learn what bloody hand has ſtruck the blow. 
[ Aſide, 
Say, youth, e'er Fate thy feeble voice confounds, 
What led thee hither ? whence theſe purple wounds? 
Clea. Stay, fleeting life; may ſtrength a-while prevail 
Leſt my closꝰ'd lips confine th' imperfect tale. 
F'er the ſtreak*d Eaſt grew warm with amber ray, 
1 from the city took my doubtful way, 
Far o'er the plains I ſought a beauteous maid, 
Who from the Court, in theſe wide forefts ſtray'd, 
Wanders unknown; as I, with weary pain, 
Try'd ev'ry path, and op'ning glade in vain; 
A band of thieves, forth-ruſhing from the wood, 
Unſheath'd their daggers warm with daily blood 
Deep in my breaſt the barb'rous ſteet is dy'd, 
And purple hands the golden prey divide. 
Hence are theſe mangling wounds. Say, gentle ſwain, 
If thou haſt known among the ſylyan train. 
The vagrant nymph I ſeek ? 
Dio. =—— What moy'd thy care, 
Thus, in theſe pathleſs wilds to ſearch the fair? = BY: 
An. 
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Clean. 1 charge you, O ye daughters of the grove, 
Ye Naiads, who the moſly fountains love, 
Ye happy ſwains, who range the paſtures wide, 
Ye tender nymphs, who feed your flocks beſide; 
If my laſt gaſping breath can pity move, 
If eier ye knew the pangs of lighted love, 
Show her, I charge you, where Cleanthes dy'd; 
The graſs yet reeking with the ſanguine tide. 


| Afﬀather's power to me the virgin gave, 


But ſhe d'\dain'd to live a nuptial ſlave; 
So fled her native home. 
Dis. —Tis then from thee” 
Springs the foul ſource of all her miſery, 
Could'ſt thou, thy ſelfiſh appetite to pleaſe, 
Condemn to endleſs woes another's peace? 
Clean. O ſpare me; nor my hapleſs love upbraid, 
W hile on my heart Death's frozen hand is laid! 
Go, ſeek her, guide her where Cleanthes bled” 
When ſhe ſurveys her lover pale and dead, 
Tell her, that ſince ſhe fled my hateful ſight, 
Without remorſe I ſought the realms of night. 
Methinks I ſee her view theſe poor remains, 
And on her cheek indecent gladneſs reigns! . 
Full in her preſence cold Cleanthes lies, 
And not one tear ſtands trembling in her eyes! 
O let a ſigh my hapleſs fate deplore! 
Cleanthes now controuls thy love no more. 
Dio. How ſhall my lips confine theſe riſing woes? 
[ Aſide, 
Clean. O might I ſee her, e'er Death's fingercloſe 
Theſe eyes for ever / might her ſoften'd breaſt 
Forgive my love with too much ardor preſt ! 
Fhen I with peace could yield my lateſt breath. 
Dio. Shall I not calm the able hour of death, 
And ſhow myſelf before him Hah! he dies. 
See, from his trembling lip the ſpirit flies! [Afide. 
5 74 Stay 
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That death was welcome [Dies. 
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Stay yet awhile. Dione ſtands confeſt. 
He knows me not. He faints, he ſinks to reſt. | 
Clean Tell her, ſince allmy hopes in her were loſt, 


Dio. W hat ſudden guſts of grief my boſom rend! 
A parent's curſes o'er my head impend 
For diſobedient vows; O wretched maid, 
Thoſe very vows Evander has betray d. 
See, at thy feet Cleanthes bath'd in blood! 
For love of thee he trod this lonely wood, 
Thou art the cruel authreſs ot his fate; 
He falls by thine, thou, by Evander's hate. 
When ſhall y ſoul know reſt ? Cleanthes ſlain 
No longer ſighs and weeps for thy diſdain, 
Thou till art curſt with love. Bleed, virgin, bleed. 
How ſhall a wretch from anxious life be freed! 
My troubled brain witli ſudden frenzy burns, 
And ſhatrer'd thought now this now that way turns. 
What do I fee thus 2litt'ring on the plains ? 
Hah! the dread ſword yet warm with crimſon ſtains! 
[ Takes up the dagger, 


SCENE I. 
DIONE PARTHE NIA. 

Par. Sweet is the walk when night has cool'd the hour. 

This path directs me to my ſylvan bower. [Aſide. 
Dio. Why is my ſoul with ſudden fear diſmay d! 

Why diops my trembling hand the pointed blade: 

O ſtring my arm with force! [4ſrae. - 
Par. — — Methought a noiſe 

Broke through the ſilent air, like human voice. [ Aſide. 
Dio. One well-aim'd blow ſhall all my pangs remove, 

Graſp fi:m the fatal ſteel, and ceaſe to love. ¶ 4ſide, 
Par. Sure twas Alexis. Hah! a ſword diſplay'd; 

The ſtreaming luſtre darts a- croſs the ſhade, {Aſides | 


— 
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Dio. May Heav'n new vigour to my ſoul impart, 
And guide the deſp'rate weapon to my heart! [ {ſide.. 
Par. May I the meditated death arreſt! 
[Holds Dione's hand. 
Strike not, raſh ſhepherd ; ſpare thy guiltleſs breaſt, 
O give me ſtrength to ſtay the threaten d harm, 
And wrench the dagger from his lifted arm! 
Dio. What cruel hand with-holds the r 
In giving life, you but prolong my woe. 
O may not thus th' expected ſtroke impend! 
Unlooſe thy graſp, and let ſwift death deſcend; 
But if yon murder thy red hands has dy'd; 
Here. Pierce me deep; let forth the vital tides. 
{Dione quits the daggets 
Par. Wait not thy fate; but this way turn thy eyes : 
My virgin hand no purple murder dyes. 
Turn then, Alexis; and Parthenia know, 
'Tis lhe protects thee from the fatal blow. 
Dio, Mutt the night-watckes by my ſighs be told? 
And muſt theſe eyes another morn behold: 
Through dazling floods of tears? ungen'rous maid, 
The friendly ſtroke is by t hand delay'd ; 
Call it not mercy to prolong my breath; 
Tis but to torture me with lingring death. | 
Par, What moves thy hand to a&this bloody part? 
Whence are theſe gnawing pangs that tear thy heart J. 
Is that thy friend who lies before thee ſlain? 
Is it his wound that recks upon the plain? 
Is't Lycidas ?- 


Dio. No. Ithe ſtranger found, 


F'er chilly death his frozen tongue had bound. 

He ſaid, as at the roſy dawn of day, 

He from the city took his vagrant way, 

A murd'ring band pour'd on him trom.the wood, 

Tirſt ſeia d his gold, then barh'd their ſwords in —— 
| Par 


Par: You, whoſe ambition labours to be great, 
Think on the perils which on riches wait. 
Safe are the ſhepherd's paths; when ſober Even 
Streakswith pale light the bending arch of heaven, 
Fromdanger free, through deſarts wild he hies, 
The riſing ſmoak far o'er the mountain ſpies, 
Which marks his diſtant cottage; on he fares, 
For him no murd'rers lay their nightly ſnares, 
They paſs him by; they turn their ſteps away: 
Safe Poverty was ne*er the villain's prey. 
At home he lies ſecure in eaſy ſleep, 
No bars his ivie-mantled cottage keep; 
No thieves in dreams the tancy'd dagger hold, 
And drag him to detect the buried gold; 
Nor ſtarts he from his couch aghaſt and pale, 
When the door murmurs with the hollow gale. 
While he, whoſe iron coffers ruſt with wealth, 
Harbours beneatk his roof Deceit and Stealth; 
Treach'rr with lurking pace frequents his walks, 
And cloſe behind him borrid Murder ſtalks. 
Tis tempting lucre makes the villain bold. 
There lies a bleeding lacrifice to gold. 

Dio. To live, is but to wake to daily cares, 
And journey through a tedious vale of tears. 
Had you not ruſh'd between, my life had flown . 
And I; hke him, no u. : had ſorrow known. 

Par. When anguiſh ia the gloomy boſom dwells, 
The counſel of 'atriend the cloud dif; pels. 
Give thy breaſt vent, the ſecret grief impart, 
And ſay what woe lies heavy at thy heart. 
To ſave thy life kind Heay'n.has ſuecour ſent,.. 
The Gods by me thy threaten'd fate prevent. 

Dio. No. To prevent it, is beyond thy power ;. 
Thou only canſt defer the welcome hour. . 
When you the lifted dagger turn'd aſide, 


Qaly one road to death thy force deny'd ; * 
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Still fate is in my reach. From mountains high, 
Deep in whoſe ſhadow craggy,ruins lie, 

Can I not headlong fling this weight of woe, 

And daſh out life againſt the flints below ? 

Are there not ſtreams, and lakes, and rivers wide, 
Where my laſt breath may bubble on the tide ? 

No. Life ſhall never flatter me again, 

Nor ſhall ta- morrow bring new ſighs and pain. 

Par. Can this burthen of thy ſoul relieye, 

And calm thy grief? 

Dio. — It thou wilt comfort give; 
Plight me thy word, and to that word be juſt; 
When poor Aexis ſhall be laid in duſt, 

That pride no longer ſhall command thy mind, 

That thou wilt ſpare the friend I leave behind, 

I know his virtue worthy of thy breaſt, 

Long in thy love may Lycidas be bleſt! | 

Par. That ſwain (who would my liberty controuh; 
To pleaſe ſome ſhort-liv'd tranſpo: t of his ſoul), 
Shows, while his importuning flame he moves, 
That 'tis not me, himſelt alone he loves. 

O live, nor leave him by misfortune preſt 
'Tis ſhameful to deſert a friend diſtreſt. 

Dio. Alas! a wretch like me no loſs would prove, 
Would kind Parthenia liſten to his love. 

Par. Why hides thy boſom this myſterious grief? 
Eaſe thy o'erburthen'd heart and hope relief, 

Dio. What profits it to touch thy tender breaſt, 
With wrongs, like mine, which ne'er can be redreſt ?- 
Let in my heart the fatal ſecret dye, 

Nor call up ſorrow in another's eye! 


SCENE. 


SCENE III. 


DIONE. PARTHENIA. LYCID AS. 


Lyc. If Laura right direct the darkſome ways, 

Along theſe paths the penſive ſhepherd ſtrays. [ Aſide. 
Dio. Let not a tear for me roll down thy cheek. 

O would my throbbing ſighs my heart · ſtrings break! 

Why was my breaſt the lifted ſtroke deny'd ? 

Muſt then again the deathful deed be try'd ? 

Yes. Tis reſoly'd, [ Snatches the dagger from Parthenia, 
—— Ah, hold; forbear, forbear! 
Lyc. Methought Diſtreſs with ſhrieks alarm'd my eat! 
Par Strike not. Ye Gods, defend him from the wound! 


Lyc. Yes. tis Parthenia's voice, 1 know the ſound, 


Some ſylvan rayiſher would foree the maid, 
And Laura ſent me to her yirtue's aid. 
Die, vilialn, die; and ſeek the ſhades below. 


[Lycidas ſnatches the dagger from Dione, and ſtabs her. 


Dio. Whoeꝰ' er thou art, I bleſs thee for the blow, 
Tyc. Since Heav'n ordain'd this arm thy life ſhould 
O hear my vows! be love the juſt reward, [guard, 
Par. Rather let vengeance, with her ſwifteſt ſpeed 
Ofertake thy flight, and recompenſe the deed:- 
Why ſtays the thunder in the upper skie | 
Gather, ye clouds; ye torky lightnings, fly: 
On thee may all the wrath of heav'ndeſcend, 
W hoſe barb'rous hand has ſlain a faith: ul friend. 
Behold Alexis! 
Lyce. — ——Woeuld thattreach'rous boy 
Have forc'd thy virtue to his brutal joy? 
W bat rous'd his paſſion to this bold advance? - 
Did e*er thy eyes confeſs one willing glance ? 
I know, the faithleſs youth his truſt betray d; 


And well the dagger has my wrongs repay'd. . p 
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Die, [raiſing her ſelf on her arm. ] Breaks not Evander's 
voice along the glade ? | 
Hah / is it he who holds the reeking blade! 
There needed not or poyſon, ſword, or dart; 
Thy faithleſs yows, alas! had broke my heart. [A/ide; 
Par. O tremble, ſhepherd, for thy raſh offence, 
The ſword is dy'd with murder'd innocence ! 
His gentle ſoul no brutal paſſion ſeiz'd, 
Nor at my boſom was the dagger rais d; 
Self. murder was his aim; the youth I found 
Whelm'd in deſpair, and ſtay d the falling wound. 
Dio. Into what miſchiefs is the lover led, 
Who calls down vengeance on his perjur'd head / 
O may he ne'er bewail this deſperate deed, 
And may, unknown, unwept, Dione bleed! > [ Aſide, 
Lyc, What horrors on the guilty mind attend! 
His conſcience had reyeng'd an injur'dfriend, 
Hadſt thou not held the ſtroke. In death he ſought 
To loſe the heart-cenſuming pain of thought, 
Did not the ſmooth-tongu'd boy perfidious prove, 
Plead his own paſſion, and betray my love? 
Dio. O let him n&er this bleeding victim know; 
Leſt his raſh tranſport, to revenge the blow, 
Should in his dearer heart the dagger ſtain! 
That wound would pierce my ſoul with double pain) 
9 LAſide. 
Par. How did his faithful lips (now pale and cold) 
With moving eloquence thy griets unfold ! 
Lyc. Was he thus faithful? thus, to friend[kip true? 
Then I'm a wretch. All peace of mind, adieu! 
If ebbing life yet beat within thy vein, 
Alexis, ſpeak; uncloſe thoſe lids again. 
{ Flings himſelf on the ground near Diode. 
See at thy feet the barb*rous villain kneel? 
Tis Lycidas who graſps the bloody ſteel, 
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Thy once lowd friend. Yet e'erI ceaſe to live, 
Canſt thou a wretched penitent forgive? 
Dio. When low beneath the ſable mould I reſt, 
May a ſincerer friendſhip ſhare thy breaſt! 
Why are thoſe heaving groans? (ah eeaſe to weep!) 
May ene in oark oblivion ſleep; 
ad 


Len ö A tale no ſpeaking ſtone declare, 

From tuture eyes to draw pitying tear: 

Let o'er my grave the le ling plough-ſhare paſs, 

Mark not the ſpot; forget that e er I was 

Then mayꝰſt thou with Parthenia's love be bleſt, 

And not one thought on me thy joys moleſt * . 

My ſwimming eyes are over · power. d with light, 

And darkning ſhadows fleet before my ſight. 

May'ſt thou be happy! ah! my ſoul is free. dies. 
Lyc. O cruel ſhepherdeſs, for love of thee [To Parth. 

This fatal deed was done. 


— — 


SCENE be last. 
LYCIDAS. PARTEHE NIA. LAURA. 


142. — — Alexis ſlain! 
Tyc. Yes. Twas I did it. See this crimſon ſtain? 
My hands with blood of innocence are dy'd, 
O may the Moon her ſilver beauty hide 
In w—_— clouds! my ſoul abhors the light; 
Shade, ſhade the murd'rer in eternal night / 
Lau. No rival ſhepherd is before thee laid; 
There bled the chaſteſt, the ſincereſt maid 
That ever ſigh'd for love, On her pale face, 


Cannot thy weeping eyes the ſeature trace 


Of thy once dear Dione? with wan care 
Sunk are thoſe eyes, and livid with deſpair / 
Tyc. Dione ! | 
Tas, 


. 4 


Tas. There pure Conſtancy lies dead ! 
Lyc. May Heav'n ſhower vengeance on this perjur'd 
As the dry branch that withers on the ground, head] 
So. blaſted be the hand that gave the wound! 
Off; hold me not. This heart deſerves the ſtroke ; 
'Tis black with treach'ry. Yes: the yows are broke 
[ Stabs himſelf. 
Which I ſo often ſwore, Vain world, adieu! 
Though I was falſe in life, in death I'm true, ¶ Dies. 
Lau, To morrow ſhall the funeral rites be paid, 
And theſe Love victims in one grave be laid. 
Par, There ſhall the yew her ſable branches ſpread, 
And mournful cypreſs rear her fringed head, 
Lau. From thence ſhall: thyme and myrtle ſend per- 
And laurel ever- green &erſhade the tomb. (tume, 
Par Come, Laura; let us leave this horrid wood, 
Where ſteams the purple graſs with lovers blood; 
Come to my bower. And as we ſorrowing go, 
Let poor Dione's ſtory feed my woe 
With heart - relieving tears. 
Lau. [Pointing to Dione.]—Unhappy maid, 
Hadſt thoua Parent's juſt command obey'd, 
Thou ye: hadſt livꝰ d. But who ſhall Love adviſe? 
Love ſcorns command, and breaks all other tyes. 
Henceforth, ye ſwains, be true to yows profeſt; 
For certain yengeance ſtrikes the perjur'd breaſt, 
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INTRODUCTION 
FABLES. 


The Shepherd and the Philoſopher. 


. 


Emote from cities liv'd a Swain, 
Unvex'd with all the cares of gain, 
His head was ſilver'd o'er with age, 
And long experience made him ſage 
In ſummer's heat and winter's cold 

| He fed hisflockiand pen'd the fold; 

His hours in cheerful labourflew, 

Nor envy nor ambition knew; 
His wiſdom and his honeſt fame 
Through all the country rais'd his name, 
A de ep Philoſopher (whoſe rules 
Of moral liſe were drawn from ſchools) 
The 8 hepherd's homely cottage ſought, 
1. And thu s ex plor'd his reach of thought. 


Whence 


Introduction to the Fables. 


Whence is thy learning ? Hath thy toik: 
O' er books conſum'd the midnight oil? 
Haſt thou old Greece and Rome ſurvey'd, 
And the vaſt ſenſe of Plato weigh'd? 
Hath Socrates thy ſoul refin d, 
And haſt thou fathom'd Twlly's mind ?- 
Or, like the wiſe Ulyſſes thrown 
By various fates on realms unknown, - 
Halt thou through many cities ſtray d... 


Their cuſtoms, laws and manners weigh'd 2+ 


The Shepherd modeſtly reply'd, 
I neꝰ er the paths of learning try'd,” - 
Nor have I roam'd in foreign parts 
To read mankind, their laws and arts, 
For man is practis d in diſguiſe, 
He cheats the moſt diſcerning eyes: 
Who by that ſearch ſhall wiſer grow. 
When we ourſelyes can never know? 
The little know ledge, I have gain'd, 
Was all from ſimple nature drain'd; 
Hence my life's maxims took their riſe, . 
Hence grew my ſettled hate to vice, 

The daily labours of the bee 
Awake my ſoul to induſtry. 
Who can obferve the caretul ant, 
And not provide for future want ? 
My dog (the truſtieſt of his kind) 
With gratitude inflames my mind; 
I mark his true, his faithful way, 
And in my ſervice copy Tray. 
In conſtancy, and nuptial love 
Hearn my duty from the dove. 
The nen, who from the chilly. air 
With pious wing protects her care; 
And ev'ry fowl that flies at large 
Inſtructs me in a parent's charge. 
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TInirodufion to the Fables; 


From nature too I take my rule 
To ſhun contempt and ridicule,. 
I neyer with important air 
In converſation overbear; 
Can grave and formal paſs for wife, , 
When men the ſolemn owl deſpiſe? 


My tongue within my lips I reign, - . 


For who talks much muſt talk in yainy . 
We from the wordy torrentfly : - © 


W ho liſtens to the chatt'ring pye ? 


Nor would I with felonious flight 
By ſtealth invade my neighbour's right; 
Rapacious animals we have: 
Kites, hawks and wolves deſerve their fate 
Do not we juſt abhorrence find | 
Againſt the toad and ſerpent kind? 
But envy, calumny and ſpire . 
Bear ſtronger venom in their bite, . 
Thus ev'ry object of creation 
Can furniſh hints to contemplation, 
And from.the moſt minute and mean - 
A virtuous mind can morals glean. 
Thy fame is juſt, the Sage replys, 
Thy virtue proves thee truly wiſe ; 
Pride often guides the author's pen, 
Books as affected are as men, 
But he who ſtudies nature's laws- 
From certain truth his maxims draws, 
And thoſe, without our ſchools, ſuſhce 
To make men moral, good and wiſe. 
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To His HiGnNness: 


WILLIAM, 


Duke of CUMBERLAND. 


FASLSE:L 
The Lyon, the Tyger, and the Traveller. 


= Ccept, young PAIN c , the moral lay, 
15 And in theſe tales mankind ſurvey; 

wich early virtues plant your breaſt, 

ue ſpecious arts of vice deteſt. 
Princes, like Beauties, from their youth 

Are ſtrangers to the voice of truth: 

Learn to contemn all ꝓraiſe betimes; 

For ffattery's the nurſe of crimes, 

Friendſhip by ſweet reproof is ſhown, . 

(A virtue never neaxathrone ;) 

In courts ſuch freedom muſt offend, 

There none preſumes to be a friend. 

To thoſe of your exalted ſtation” 

Each courtier is a dedication ; 

Muſt I too flatter like the reſt, 

And turn my morals to a jeſt? 

The muſe diſdains to ſteal from thoſe, 


Who thriye in courts by fulſome proſe, 1 
But 
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But ſhall T hide your real praiſe, 
Or tell you what a nation ſays? 
They in your infant boſom trace. 
The virtues of your Royal race, 
In the fair dawning of your mind 
Diſcern you gen'rous, mild and kind, 
They ſee you grieve to hear diſtreſs,. 
And pant already to redreſs. . 
Goon, the height of goodattain,. 
Nor let a nation hope in vain. 
For hence we juſtly may preſage 
The virtues of a riper age. 
True courage ſhall your boſom fire, 
And future actions own your Sire. 
Cowards are cruel; but the brave. 
Love mercy, and _ to ſave. . 
A Tyger, roaming for his prey, 
Sprung on a Trav'ler in the way; 
The proſtrate game a Lyon ſpys, 
And on the.greedy tyrant flys: 
With mingled roar reſounds the wood, 
Their teeth, their claws diſtil with blood, 
"Till, va nqui ſh'd by the Lyon's ſtrength, . 
The ſpotted foe extends his length. 
The Man beſought the ſhaggy lord, 
And on his knees for life implor'd, . 
His life the gen'rous hero gave, 
Together walking to his Cave, 
The Lyon thus beſpoke his gueſt, 
What hardy beaſt ſhall dare conteſt 
My matchleſs ſtrength? You ſaw the fight, 
And muſt atteſt my power and right. 
Forc'd to ſorego their native home 
My ftarvingſlavesat diſtance roam, 
Within theſe woods I reign alone, 


The boundlefs foreſt is my own; 


* 


Bears, 
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Bears, wolves, and all the ſavage brood 


bi Have dy'd the regal den with blood; Ne! 
ilk Theſe carcaſſes on either hand, | Indi 
107 Thoſe bones that whiten all the land Inp 
"it My former deeds and triumphs tell, | He! 
105 Beneath theſe jaws what numbers fell. Zuck 
0 True, ſays the Man, the ſtrength I ſaw Wer 
4.1 Might well the brutal nation awe ; | Tac 
1. | But ſhall a monarch, brave like you, Hov 
1 Place glory in ſo falſe a view? T 
17 Robbers invade their neighbour's right. He\ 
| | Be loy'd. Let juſtice bound your might. He! 
lf Mean are ambitious heroes boaſts - — 
1 Of waſted lands and ſlaughter d hoſts; Wh 
| | Pyrates their power by murders gain, 1 
g Wiſe kings by love and merey reign; Whi 
| To me your clemency hath ſhown . T 

1 The virtue worthy of a throne; * 
| | Heay'ngives you power above the reſt, ; Prof 
* Like Heav*n to ſuccour the diſtreſt. Bel 
| j The caſe is plain, the Monarch ſaid; 8 
Falſe glory hath my youth miſ-led, | of « 
1 | For beaſts of prey, a ſervile train, lb 
1 Have been the flatt'rers of my reign. 1 , 
we You reaſon well. Let tell me, friend, — 

| Did ever you in courts attend? — 
14 For all my tawning rogues agree : 
| That human heroes rule like me Io" 

| | 5 And 
Il TE _ 2 
4 i | . At o 
1 F A B L E II. — 
14 Trat 
The Spaniel and the Cameleon, * 
wa 
Spaniel, bred with all the care For 
That waits upon a fay'rite heir, He] 


Nei er 
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Neꝰ er felt eorrection's rigid hand; 
Indulg'd to diſobey command, 
In pamper'd eaſe his hours ele ſpent; 
He never knew what learning meant; 
uch forward airs, ſo pert, ſo {mart, 
Were ſure to win his lady's heart, 
Each little miſchief gaia'd him praiſe ; 
How pretty were his fawning ways! 
The wind was ſouth, the morning fair, 
He ventures forth to take the air; 
He ranges all the meadow raund, 
And rolls upon the ſofteſt ground; 
When near him a Cameleon ſeen 
Was ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd from the green, 
Dear emblem of the flatt'ring hoſt, 
What live with clowns, a genius loſt i 
To cities and the court repair, 
A fortune cannot fail thee there; 
Preferment ſhall thy talents crown. 
Believe me, friend ; I know the town. 
Sir, ſays the ſycophant, like you, 
Of old, politer life I knew | 
Like you, a courtier born and bred, 
Kings lean'd their ear to what I ſaid, 
My whiſper always met ſucceſs, | 
The ladies prais'd me for addreſs, = +, 
Iknew to hit each courtier's paſſion, © 
And flatter'd ey'ry vice in faſhion. 78 
But Jove, who hates the lyar's ways, 881 
At once cut ſhort my proſp'rous days. 
And, ſentenc'd to retain my nature, 
Transform'd me to this crawling-creature ; e 
Doom'd to a life obſcure and mean, | ; 
I wander in the ſylvan ſcene. ' 
For Jove the heart alone regards, | "©" 
He puniſhes what man * N 
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How dift*rent is thy caſe and mine! 
With men at leaſt you ſup and dine, 
While I, condemn'd to thinneſt fare, 
Like thoſe I flatter'd, feed on air. 


—__— 
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FABLE III. 


The Mother, the Nurſe, and the Fairy, 


8 me a ſon. The bleſſing ſent, 
Were ever Parents more content? 
How partial are their doating eyes ! 

No child is half ſo fair and wiſe. 


Wak'd to the morning's pleaſing care, 
The Mother roſe, and ſought her heir; 
She ſaw the Nurſe, like one poſſeſt, 
With wringing hands and ſobbing breaſt. 

Sure ſome diſaſter has betel, 
Speak Nurſe ; I hope the boy is well, 

Dear Madam, think not me to blame 
Inviſible the Fairy came, | 
Your precious babe is hence convey'd, 
And in the place a changeling laid; 
Where are the father's mouth and noſe, 
The mother's eyes, as black as floes ? 
See here, a ſhocking aukward creature, 
That ſpeaks a fool in ey'ry feature, 

The woman's blind, the Mother crys, 
I ſee wit ſparkle in his eyes, | 

Lord! Madam, what a ſquinting leer? 
No doubt the Fairy hath been here. 

Juſt as ſhe ſpoke, a pigmy ſprite 
Pops through the key. hole, ſwitt as light, 
Perch'd on the cradle's top he ſtands, 
And thus her folly reprimands, 


W hence 
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Whence ſprung the vain conceitedlye, 
That we the world with fools ſupply ? 
What! give our ſprightly race away, 
For the dull helpleſs ſons of clay! 
Beſides, by partial fondneſs ſhown, 
Like you, we doat upon our own. | 
Where yet was ever found a mother, 
Who'd give her booby for another? 
And ſhould we change with human breed, 
Well might we paſs tortools indeed. 9 


—B 


F AB L E IV. 
The Eagle, and the Afſembly.of Animals, 


A Jupiters all- ſee ing eye ere 
LA Survey'd the worlds beneath the sky, 
From this ſmall ſpeck of .earth were ſent 
Murmurs and ſounds of diſcontent ; Re A 
For ev'ry thing alive complain'd 
That he the hardeſt life ſuſtain'd. 
Jove calls his Eagle. At the Word 
Before him ſtands the royal bird. 
The bird, obedient, from heav'n's height 
Downward directs his rapid flight; 
Then cited ev'ry living thing, 
To hear the mandates of his king, 
Ungrateful creatures, whence ariſe 
Theſe murmurs which offend the skies 
Why this diforder? ſay the cauſe : 
For juſt are Fove's eternal Laws, 
Let each his dil content reveal, 
To yon ſour dog I firſt appeal. 
Hard is my lot, the hound replies, 
On what fleet neryes the 1 flies! 
b 2 
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While I with weary ſtep and flow 

O'er plains and vales and mountains go; 
The morning ſees my chaſe begun, 

Nor ends it till the ſetting ſun. 

When (ſays the Greyhound) I purſue, 
My game is loſt, or caught in view, 
Beyond my Sight the prey's ſecure : 

The hound is ſlow but always ſure. 
And, had I his ſagacious ſcent, 
Nove ne'er had heard my diſcontent, 
The lyon cray'd the fox's art; 
The fox, the lyon's force and heart; 
The cock implor'd the pidgeon's flight 
Whoſe wings were rapid, ſtrong and light; 


The pidgeon ſtrength of wings deſpis'd, 


And the cock's matchleſs valour priz'd : 
The fiſhes wiſh'd to graze the plain, 
The beaſts to skim beneath the main, 


Thus, envious of another's ſtate, 


Each blam'd the partial hand of Fate. 

The bird of heay'n then cry'd aloud, 
Fove bids diſperſe the murm'ring Croud: 
The God rejects your idle prayers. 
Wouid ye, rebellious mutineers, 


Eatirely change your name and nature, 


And be the very envy'd creature ? 

What, ſilent all, and none conſent! 
Be happy then, and learn content. , 
Nor imitate the reſtleſs mind, | 


And proud ambition of mankind. 


525 0 
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FABLE V. 
The Wild Boar and the Ram. 


* Gainſt an elm a ſheep was ty'd, 
The butcher's knife in blood was dy'd 5: 
The patient flock, in ſilent fright, 
From far beheld the horrid ſight; 
Aſavage Boar, who near them ſtood, 
Thus mocł d to ſcorn the fleecy brood. 
Ail cowards ſhou'd be ſery'd like you. 
Fee, ſee, your murd'rer is in view; 
With purple hands and reeking knife 
Heftrips the skin yet warm with life: 
Your quarter'd fires, your bleeding dams, 
The dying bleat of harmleſs lambs 
Call for revenge, O ſtupid Race! 
The heart that wants revenge is baſe... 
I grant, an ancient Ram replies, 
We bear no terror in our eyes. 
Yet think us not of ſoul ſo tame, | 
Which no repeated wrongs inflame, _ 
Inſenſible of ev'ry ill, 
Becauſe we want thy tusks to kill. 
Know, Thoſe who violence purſue ' 
Give to themſelves the yengeance due, 
For in theſe maſlacres they find 
The two chief plagues that waſte mankind, 
Our skin ſupplies the wrangling bar 
It wakestheir ſlumbring ſons to war, 
And well revenge may reſt contented, 
Since drums and parchme nt were invented. 
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FABLE VL 
The Miſer and Plutus. 


| HE wind was high; the window ſhakes, 


With (udden ſtart the Miſer wakes, 
Along the ſilent room he ſtalks, 
Looks back and trembles as he walks, 
Each lock and ey'ry bolt he trys, 
In ev'ry creek and corner prys, 
Then opes the cheſt with treaſure ſtor'd, 
And ſtands in raptures o'er his hoard. | 
But now, with ſudden qualms poſſeſt, 
He wrings his hands, he beats his breaſt, 
By conſcience ſtung he wildly ſtares, | 
And thus his guilty ſou! declares, 

Had the deep Earth her ſtores confin'd, 
This Heart had known ſweet peace of mind. 
But virtue's ſold, Good Gods, what price 
Can recompence the pangs of vice 
O bane of good! ſeducing cheat! 

Can man, weak man, thy power defeat? 
Gold baniſh d nonour from the mind, 
And only left the name behind; 


Gold ſow'd the world with ev'ry ill; 


Gold taught the murd'rer's Sword to kill, 
*Twas gold inſtructed cowards hearts 

In treach'ry's more pernicious arts: 
Who can recount the miſchiefs o'er? 
Virtue reſides on earth no more! 

He ſpoke, and ligh'd, In angry mood 
Plutus, his God, before him ſtood : 7 
The Miter trembling lock d his cheſt, 
The Viſiop frown'd, and thus addreſt. 
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Whence is this vile ungrateful rant: 
Each ſordid raſeal's daily cant: 
Did I, baſe wretch, corrupt mankind? 
The fault's in thy rapacious mind, 
Becauſe my bleſſings are abus'd, 
Muſt I be'cenſur'd, curſt, accus'd? * 
Ev'n virtue's (elf by knaves is made 
A cloak to carry on the trade, 
And pow'r (when lodg'd in their poſſeſſion} 
Grows tyranny, and rank oppreiſion. 
Thus when the villian crams his cheſt, 
Gold is the canker of the breaſt, | +, 
Tis av'rice, inſolence, and pride, . 
And ev'ry ſhocking vice beſide. - 
But when to virtuous hands tis giv'n, 
It bleſſes, like the dews ot Heaven, "th 
Like Heav'n, it hears the orphan's cries;... . 
And wipes the tears from widows eyes, 
Their crimes on gold ſhall miſers lay, 
Who pawn'd their ſordid ſouls for pay, 
Let bravos then (when blood is ſpilt) 
Upbraid the paſſive ſword with guilt. 


2 —_ — 


FAB L E VII. 
The Lyon, the Fox and the Geeſe, : 


Lyon, tir'd with State affairs, 
Quite ſick with pomp, and worn with cares, 

Reſolv'd (remote from noiſe and ſtrife ) 
In peace to pals his latter life. 

It was proclaim'd ; the day was ſet; 
Behold the gen'ral council met. 
The Fox was Viceroy. nam d. The croud 
To the new Regent humbly bow'd : | 

Bb4 Wolves, 
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Wolves, bears and mighty tygers bend, 
And ſtrive who moſt ſhall condeſcend, 
He ftraight aſſumcs a ſolemn grace, 
ColleRs his wiſdom in his face, 
The croud admire his wit, his ſenſe, 
Each word hath weight and conſequence. 
The flatt'rer all his art diſplays : 
He who hath power is ſure of praiſe, 
Afox ſtep'd forth before the reſt, 
And thus the ſervile throng addreſt. 
How vaſt his talents, born to rule, 
And train'd in virtue's honeſt ſchool! 
What clemency his temper ſways! 
How uncorrupt are all hisways / 
Beneath his conduct and command 
Ra pine ſball ceaſe to waſte the land; 
His brain hath ſtratagem and art, 
Prudence and mercy rule his heart. 
W hat bleſſings muſt attend the nation 
Under this good adminiſtration! 
He ſaid. A Gooſe, who diſtant ſtood, 
Harangu'd apart the cackling brood. 
Whene'er I hear a knave commend, 
He bids me ſhun his worthy friend. 
What praiſe! whatmighty commendation : 
But *twas a fox who ſpoke th' oration. 
Foxes this government may prize 
As gentle, plentiful and wile; 
If they enjoy theſe ſweets, tis plain, 
We geeſe muſt feel a tyrant reign. 
What havock now ſhall thin our race! 
When ev'ry petty e erk in place, 
To prove his taſte; and ſeem polite, 
Will feed on geeſe both noon and night. 
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FABLE VII. 


The Lady and the Waſp. 


17 Hat whiſpers muſt the Beauty bear! 
What hourly nonſenſe haunts her ear! 
When-e'er her eyes diſpenſe her charms 
Impertinence around her ſwarms. 

Did not the tender nonſenſe ſtrike, 
Contempt and ſcorn might look diſlike, 
Forbidding airs might thin the Place, 

The lighteſt flap a fly can chaſe. 

But who can drive the num'rous breed ?- 
Chaſe one, another will ſucceed. 

Who knows a fool, muſt know his brotherz- 
One fop will recommend another ; 

And with this plague ſhe's tightly curſt, . 
Becauſe ſhe liſten d to the firſt,.. 


As Doris, at her tolletty's duty, 
Sate meditating on her beauty, 
She now was penſtve, now was gay, 
And loll'd the ſultry hours away. 

As thus in indolence ſhe lyes,, 
Agiddy waſp around her flies, 
He now advances, now. retires,.. 
Now to her neck and cheek aſpires 
Her fan in vain defends her charms,.. 
Switt he returns, again alarms, 
For by repulſe he bolder grew, 
Perch'd on her lip and ſipt the dew. 


She frowns, ſhe frets, Good Gods, ſhe eryss. 
Protect me from theſe teazingfiys! ' © 
Of all the plagues that heav'n hath ſeat. 

Ayalp.is molt impertinent, . 
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The hoy'ring inſect thus complain'd. 
Am l then lighted, ſcorn'd, diſdain'd } 
Can ſuch offence your anger wake? 
"Twas beauty caus'd the bold miſtake. 
Thoſe cherry lips that breath Perfume, 
That cheek fo ripe with youthtul bloom 
Made me with ſtrong deſire purſue 
The faireft peach that ever grew, 

Strike him not, Jenny, Doris crys, 
Nor murder waſps, like vulgar flys, 
For though he's tree (to do him right) 
The creature's civil and polite. 

In exſtaſies away he poſts, 
Where-e'er he came the favour boaſts, 
Brags how her ſweeteſt tea he ſi ps, 

And ſhows the ſugar on his lips. 

The hint alarm'd the forward crew. 
Sure of ſucceſs away they flew; 

They ſhare the dainties of the Day, 
Round her with airy mulick play, 

And now they flutter, now they reſt, 
Now ſoar again, and skim her breaſt, 
Nor were they baniſh'd, till ſhe found 


That waſps have ſtings, and felt the wound.. 


—— 


— 


FAB LE IX. 
"The Bull and the Maſtiff. 


EEK you to train your fay'rite boy 
Each caution, ev'ry care-employ, 
Andere you venture to confide, 
Let his preceptors heart be try'd , 
Weigh wel! his manners, lite, and ſcope, 
On theſe depends thy future hope. 
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As on a time, in peaceful reign, 
A Bull enjoy d the flow ry plain, 
AaMaſtiff paſs'd, infſam ' d with ire, 
His eye- balls ſhot indignant fire, 
He foam'd, he rag'd with thirſt of blood. 
Spurning the eground the monarch ſtood, 
And roar'd alo Suſpend the fight, \ 
In a whole skin, go, fleepto-night ; 
Or tell me, ere the battle rage, 
What wrongs provoke thee to engage 2 
Is it ambition fires thy breaft, | 
Or ayarice that ne er can reſt : 
From theſe alone unjuſtly ſprings 
The world.deſtroying — of Kings, 
The ſurly Maſtiff thus returns, | 
Within my boſom glory burns. 
Like heroes of eternal name, | 
Whom poets {i , 1145 
The butcher's { pirit-ſtirring mind #98 
To daily war my youth inclin d. 
He train'd me to heroick deed, 
n to conquer or to bleed. 
Curſt dog, the Bull reply d, no more 
wonder at thy thirſt of gore, 
For thou (beneath a buteher train d, 
Whoſe hands with cruelty are ſtain d. 
His daily murders in thy view,) 
Muſt, like thy tutor, blood purſue. 
Take then thy fate. With goring wound 
At once he lifts him from the ground. | 
Aloft the ſprawling hero flys, - wit gt — 
Mangled he falls, he howles and ayes. 
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FABLE X. 


Tbe Elephant and the Bookſeller. 


HE man, who with undaunted toils 
Sails unknown ſeas to unknown ſoile, 

With various wonders feaſts his ſight : 
What ſtranger wonders does he write! 
We read, and in deſeription view 
Creatures which Adam never knew; 
For, . when we riſque no contradiction. 
Ir prompts the tongue to deal in fiction. 
Thoſe things that ſtartle me or you, 
I grant are ſtrange ; yet may be true. 
Who doubts that elephants are found 
For ſcience and for fenſe renown'd ? 


Borri records their ſtrength of parts, 


Extent of thought, and skill in arts; 
How they perform the law's decrees, 
And fave the ſtate the hang - man's fees, . 
And how by travel underſtand 64 
The language of another land. 

Let thoſe, who queſtion this report, 

To Pliny's antient page reſort 

How learn'd was that ſagacious breed! 
Who now (like them) the greek can read 


As one of theſe, in days of yore, 
Rummag'd a ſhop of learning o'er, 
Not like our modern dealers, minding - 
Only the margin's breath and binding 
A-book his curious eye detains, 
Where, with exatteſt care and pains, . 
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were ev'ry beaſt and bird portray'd, 


That e' er the ſearch of man ſurvey d. 
Their natures and their powers were writ 
With all the pride of human wit; 

The page he with attention ſpread, 

And thus remark'd on what he read. 

Man with ſtrong reaſon is endow d 

ABeaſt ſcarce inſtinct is allow'd : 

But let this author's worth be try'd, 

Tis — n that neither was his guide. 

Can he diſcern the diff rent natures, 
And weigh the pow'r of other creatures 
Who by the partial work hath ſhown 

He knows ſo little of his own? 

How falſely is the ſpaniel drayn! 

Did man from him firſt learn to fawn ? 

A dog proficient in the trade! | 

He, the chief flatt'rer nature made! 

Go, man, the ways of courts diſcern, 
You'll find a ſpaniel ſtill might leara. p 
How can the fox's theft and plunder 
Provoke his cenſure, or his wonder? 
From courtiers tricks, and lawyers arts 
The fox might well improye his Parts. 
Thelion, wolf, and tyger's brood 

He curſes, for their thirſt of blood; 
Butis not man to man a prey? 

beaſts kill for hunger, men for pay. 

The Bookſeller, who heard him ſpeak, 
And ſaw him turn a page of Greek, 
Thought, what a genius have I found! 
Then thus addreſt with bow profound. 
Learn'd Sir, it you'd employ your pen 
Againſt the ſenſeleſs ſons of men, 

Or write the Hiſtory of Siam, 
No man is better pay than am; 


Or, 
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Or, ſince you're ſearn'd in Greek, let's ſee 
Something againſt the Trinity. 

W hen wrinkling with a ſneer his trunk, 
Friend, quoth the Elephant, you're drunk 3 
F*en keep your money, and be wiſe; 
Leave man on man to criticiſe, 

For that you ne'er can want a 
Among the ſenſeleſs ſons of men, 
They unprovok'd will eourt the fray, 
Envy's a ſharper ſpur than pay, 

No author ever ſpar'd a Brother, 
Wits are game-cocks to one another, 


— 


FABLE XI. 
The Peacock, the Turkey, and Gooſe. 


N beauty faults conſpicuous grow, 
1 The ſmalleſt ſpeck is ſeen on ſuow. 


As near a barn, by hunger led, 

A Peacock with the Poultry fed; 

All view'd him with an envious eye, 

And mock'd his gaudy pageantry : 

He, conſcious of ſuperior merit, 
Contemns their baſe reviling ſpirit, 

His ſtate and dignity aſſumes, 

And to the ſun diſplays his plumes, 
Which, like the heay'n's o'er-arching skieg, 
Are ſpaugled with a thouſand eyes; 
The circling rays and yaried light 4 
At once confound their dazled fight, ' + 
On ev'ry tongue decraRion burns, "x 
Ang malice prompts their ſpleen by turns. 7 | 
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Mark, with what inſolence and pride 
The creature takes his haughty ſtride, 
The Turkey crys, Canſpleen contain ? 
Sure never bird was half ſo yain! 
But were intrinſic meritſeen,. 
We turkeys have the whiter skin. 

From tongue to tongue they caught abuſe 3 
And next was heard the hiſſing Gooſe. 
What hideous legs! what filthy claws ! 
Iſcorn to cenſure little flaws, | 
Then what a horrid ſqualing throats |_| 
Ev'n owls are trighte«. at the note. 

True. Thoſe are faults, the Peacock crys, 
My ſeream, my ſhanks you may deſpiſe: 
But ſuch blind criticks rail in vain. 
What, overlook my radiant train! 
Know, did my legs (your ſcorn and ſport} 
The turkey or the gooſe ſupport, 
And did ye ſcream with harſher ſound, 
Thoſe faults in you had neꝰ er been found 
To all apparent beautys blind, 
Each blemiſh ſtrikes an envious mind. 


Thus in Aſſemblys have I been 


Anymph of brighteſt chanms and mien 
Wake envy in each ugly face; 


And buzzing ſcandal fl he place. 


— 


FABLE XII. 


Cupid, Hymen, and Plutus, 
8 Cupid in Cythera's grove 
Employ'd the leſſer powers of Love 
| Some 
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Some ſhape the bow, or fit the ſtring, 

Some give the taper ſhaft its wing, 

Or turn the poliſh'd quiver's mold, 

Or head the darts with temper'd gold. 
Amidſt their toil and various care, 

Thus Hymen, with aſſuming air, 


Addreſt the God, Thou purblind chit, 


Of aukward and ill-judging wit, 

If matches are no berter made, 

At once I muſt forſwear my trade, 
You ſend me ſuch ill-coupled folks, 
That : tis a ſhame to ſell them yokes. 
They ſquabble for a pin, a feather, 
And wonder how they came together, 
The husband's ſullen, dogged, ſhy, 
The wife grows flippantin reply 

He loves command and due reſtriction, 
And ſhe as well likes contradiction; 
She never ſlaviſhly ſubmits, 

She'll have her will, or have her fits; 
He this way tugs, ſhe t'other draws, 


The man grows jealous, - and with cauſe, 


Nothing can ſave him but divorce, 
And here the wife complys of - courſe. 
When, ſays the Boy, had I to de 

With either your affairsor you? 

I never idly ſpend my darts; 

You trade in mercenary hearts: 
For ſettlements the lawyer's feed; 
Is my hand witneſs to the Deed? 

If they like cat and dog agree, 

Go rail at Platus, not at me, 

. Plutus appear'd, and ſaid; Tis true, 
In marriage, gold is all their view: 
They ſeek not beauty, wit or ſenſe, 
A nd love is ſeldom the pretence. 
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All offer incenſe at my ſhrine, 

And I alone the bargain fign, 

How can Belinda blame her fate } 

She only ask'd a great eſtate, 

Doris was rich enough, tis true, 

Her Lord muſt give her title too; 

And ey'ry man, or rich or poor, 

A fortune asks, and asks no more. 
Av'rice, whatever ſhapeit bears, 

Muſt ſtill be coupled with its cares. 


— — . 


FABLE XIII. 


The tame Stag. 
A a young Stag the thicket paſt, 
The branches held his antlers faſt, 

Aclown, who ſaw the captive hung, 
Acroſs the horns his halter flung. 

Now, ſafely hamper'd in the cord, 
He bore the preſent to his lord: 
His lord was pleas'd: as was the clown, 
When he was tipt with halt- a- erown. 
The Stag was brought before his wife, - 
The tender lady beggꝰd his life. 


How ſleek's the skin! how ſpeck'd like ermine . 


Sure never cxeature was ſo charming? 
At firſt within the yard confin'd, . 

He flys and hides from all mankind ; 

Now bolder grown, with fixtamaze. 

And diſtant awe preſumes to gaze, 

Munches the linnen on the lines, 

ud on a hood or apron dines; 

He ſteals my little maſter's bread, . 

Follows the ſervants to be = 
AC - 
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Nearer and nearer now he ſtands, 

To feel the praif e of patting hands, 

Examines ev'ry fiſt for meat, 

And though repuls'd diſdains retreat, 

Attacks again with levell'd horns, 

And man, that was his terror, ſcorns, 
Such is the country maiden's fright, 

| When firſt a red-coat is in ſight, - | 

Behind tke door ſhe hides her face, 

Next time at diſtance.eyesthe lace, 

She now can all his terrors ſtand, 

Nor from his ſqueeze withdraws her hand; 

She plays familiar in his arms, 

And ev'ry foldier hath his charms ; 

From tent to tent ſhe ſpreads her flame: 

For cuſtom.conquers fear and ſhame. 


LC 


FABLE XIV. 


The Monkey who had ſeen the World. 


Monkey, toreform the times, 
Reloly'd to viſit foreign climes; 
Bor men in diſtant regions roam 
To bring politer manners home :. 
Zo forth he fares, all toil defys, 
Misfortune ſerves to make us wiſe. 

At length the treach'rous ſaare was laid, 
Poor Pug was caught, to town convey'd, 
There ſold; (Howenvy'd was his doom, 
Made captive in a lady's room!) 

Proud as a lover of his chains; 

He day by day her favour gains. 
Whene'er the duty of the day, 

Phe toilette calls; with mimic. play 


He 
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He twirles her knots, he cracks her fan, 
Like any other gentleman. h 
In viſits too his parts and wit, 
When jeſts grew dull, were ſure to hit. 
Proud with applauſe, he thought his mind 
In ey'ry courtly art refin d. e 
Like Orpheus burnt with publick zeal, 
To civilize the monkey weal 
So watch'd occaſion, broke his chain, 
And ſought his native woods again. 
The hairy ſylvans round him preſs, 
Aſtoniſh'd at his ſtrut and dreſs, 
Some praiſe his ſleeve, and others glote 
Upon his rich embroider'd coat, 
His dapper periwig commending 
With the black tail behind depending, 
His powder'd back, above, below, 
Like hoary froſts, or fleecy ſnow z 
But all, with envy and deſire, 
His flutt'ring ſhoulder-knot admire, 
Hear and improve, he pertly crys, 
come to make a nation wiſe; 
Weigh your own worth; ſupport your place 
The next in rank to human race. 
In cities long I paſs'd my days, | 
Convers'd with men, and learnt their ways: 
Their dreſs, their courtly manners ſee; > 
Reform your ſtate, and copy me. 
Seek ye to thrive? In flatt'ry deal, 
Your ſcorn, your hate, with that conceal, : 
Seem only to regard your friends, 
But uſe them for your private ends, 
Stint not to truth the flow of wit, 
Be prompt to lye, whene'er'tis fit; 
Bend all your force to ſpatter merit; 
Scandal is converſation's ſpirit; 


: 


. 
LEY 
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Boldly to ev*ry thing pretend, 
And men your talents ſhall commend ; 
I knew the Great, Obſerve me right, 
So ſhall you grow like man polite. 
He ſpoke and bow'd. With mutt'ring jaws- 
The wondring circle grinn'd applauſe. 
Now warm with malice, envy, ſpite, 
Their moſt obliging friends they bite, 
And fond to copy, human ways, 
Fractiſe new miſchiefs all their days. 


Thus the dull lad, too tall for ſchool, 
With travel finiſhes the fool, 
Studious of ey'ry coxcomb's airs, 
He drinks, games, drefles, whores and (wears,.. 
O'erlooks with {corn all virtuous arts, 
For vice is fitted to his parts, 


FABLE XV. 


The Phitoſspher and the Pheaſants. 


HE Sage, awak'd at early day, 
Through the deep foreſt took his way; 
Drawn by the muſick of thegroves, 
Along the winding gloom he roves, 
From tree to tree, the warbling throats: 
Prolong the ſweet alternate notes. 
Rut where he paſt he terror threw, 
The ſong broke ſhort, the warblers flew, . 
The thruſhes chatter'd with affright, 
And nightingales abhorr'd his ſfighr; 
All animals before him ran | 


To ſhun the hateful fight of man. 


V hence 
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' Whence is this dread of ey'ry creature (20508 
Fly they our figure or ouraature ? 

As thus he walk'd in muſing thought, 
His ear imperfect accents caught; 
With cautious ſtep he nearer drew; 
By the thick ſhade conceaP'd from view: 
High on the brancha pheaſant ſtood, 
Around her all her liſt'ning brood, 
Proud of the bleſſings of her neſt, 
She thus a mother's care expreſt. 

No dangers here ſhall circumvent, . 
Within the woods enjoy content, 
Sooner the hawk or vulture truſt 
Than man; of animals the worſt ; . 
In him ingratitude you find, 
Avice peculiar to the kind. 
The ſheep, whoſe annual fleece is dy'd, 
To guard his health, and ſerve his pride, 
Forc'd from his fold and native plain, 
Is in the eruel ſhambles ſlain, 
The ſwarms, who, with induſtrious skill,. 
His hives with wax agd honey fill, 
In vain whole ſummer days employ'd, 
Their ſtores are ſold, the race deſtroy'd.. 
What tribute from the gooſe is paid! 
Does not her wing all ſcience aid ? 
Does it not lovers hearts explain, | 
And drudge to raiſe the merchant's gain? 
What now rewards this general uſe? 
He takes the quills and eats the gooſe. 
Man then avoid, deteſt his ways, 
So ſafety ſhall prolong your days. 
When ſervices are thus acquitted, 
de ſure we pheaſants muſt be ipitted. 
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FABLE xvr. 
_ The Pin and the Needle. 


Pin who long had ſerv'd a Beauty, 
Proficientin the toilette's duty, 
Had form'd her ſleeve, confin'd her hair, 
Or giv*n her knot a ſmarter air, 
Now neareſt to her heart was plac'd, 
Now in her manteau's tail diſgrac'd; 
But could ſhe partial fortune blame, 
Who ſay her lovers ſerv'd the ſame > 
At length from all her honours caſt; 
Fhrough various turns of life ſhe paſt ;. 
Now glitter d on a taylor's arm, 
Now kept a beggar's infant warm, 
Now, rang'd within a miſer's coat, 
Contributes to his yearly groat, 
Now, rais'd again from low approach 
She viſits in the doctor's coach; 
Here, there, by various fortune toſt, 


At laſt in Greſham hall was loſt. 

Charm'd with the wonders of the ſhow,. 
On ev'ry ſide, above, below, 
She now of this or that enquires, 
W hat leaſt was underſtood admires; 
"Tis plain, each thing ſo ſtruck her mind, 
Her head's of virtuoſo kind. 

And pray what's this and this, dear ſir, 
A needle, fays th' interpreter. 
She knew the name. And thus the fool 
Addreſt her as a taylor's tool. 

Aneedle with that filthy ſtone, 
Quite idle, all with ruſt o ergrown ! 
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You better might employ your parts, 
And aid the ſempſtreſs in her arts. 
But tell me how the friendſhip grew 
Between that paultry flint and you? 

Friend, ſays the Needle, ceaſe to blame; 
I follow real worth and fame. 
Know'lt thou the loadſtone's power and 158 [1 
That virtue virtues can impart? f 
Ot all his talents I partake. BILE: 
Who then can ſuch a friendforſake? i 9 
Tis I direct the pilot's hand 
To ſhun the rocks and treach'rous ſand 3 
By me the diſtant world is known, 
And either India is our own. 
Had I with milliners been bred, | 
What had I been ? the guide of thread. | r 
And drudg'd as vulgar needles do, . 


Of no more conſequencethan-you... 


_ 


FABLE. XVI. 


The Shepherd's Dog and the Wolf. 


A Wolf, with hunger fierce and bold, 
Ravag d the plains and thinn'd the fold: 
Deep in the Wood ſecure he lay, 
The thefts of night regal'd the day; 
In vain the ſhepherds wakeful care 
Had; pread the toils and watch'd the ſnare, | 
In vain the dog purſu'd his pace, 
The fleeter robber mogk'd the chaſe, 
As Lightfoot rang d the foreſt round, 
By chance-his foe's re:reat he found, 
Let us a while the war ſuſpend, 
n | Andreaſonas from friend to friend. 
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A truce, replys the Wolf? Tis done. 
The Dog the parley thus begun, 
How can that ſtrong intrepid mind 
Attack a weak defenceleſs kind ? 
Thoſe jaws ſhould prey omnobler food, 
And drink the boar's and lyen's blood 
Great ſouls with gen'rous pity melt, 
Which coward tyrants never felt: 
How harmleſs is our fleecy care! 
Be brave, and let thy mercy ſpare, - 
Friend, ſays the Wolf, the matter weigh. . 
Nature deſign'd us heaſts of prey, 
As ſuch, when hunger finds a treat, 
"Tis neceſſary wolves ſhould eat; 
If mindful of the bleating weal, 
Thy boſom burnwith rea zes 
Hence, and thy tyrant lord beſeech, . 
To him repeat the moving ſpeech; 
A wolf eats ſheep but now and then, 
Ten thouſands are deyour'd by Men. 
An cpen foe may prove a curle,.. 
But a * friend is worſe. 


o L — 
—_ _ 


E ABLE XVIII. 
The Painter who pleaſes No body and Every body. 


E E S I men ſuſpe& your tale untrue, 
Keep probability in view, 

The trav ler, leaping o'er thoſe bounds; 
The credit of his book confounds; 

W ho with his tongue hath armies routed, 
Makes ev'n his real courage doubted. 

But flatt'ry never ſeems abſurd, 

The flatter'd always.take your word. 


— 
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Impoſſibilities ſeem ſuſt 
They take the ſtrongeſt praiſe on truſt; 
Hyperboles, though ne'er fo great, 
Will till come ſhort of ſelf.conceit. 
So very like a Painter drew, 
That every eye the Picture knew 
He hit complexion, feature, air, 
So juſt, the life itſelf was there. 
No flatt'ry, with his colours laid, 
To bloom reftor'd the faded maid, 
He gave each muſcle all its ſtrength, 
The mouth, the chin, the noſe's length 
His honeſt Pencil touch'd with truth, 
And mark'd the date of 'age and youth. 
He loſt his Friends, his practice fail'd, 
Truth ſhould not always be reyeal'd; 
In duſty piles his pictures lay, 
For no one ſent the ſecond pay. 
Two buſtos, fraught with every grace, 
A Venus' and Apoltor's face, 
He plac'd in view; reſoly'd to pleaſe, 
Whoever fate, he drew from theſe, 
From theſe corrected ey'ry feature, 
And ſpirited each aukward creature. 
All things were ſet; the hour was come, 
His pallet ready o'er his thumb, 
My lord appear'd, and feated right 
In proper attitude and light, 
The Painter look'd he sketch'd the piece, 
Then dipt his pencil, talk'd of Greece, 
Of Titian's tints, of Guido air; 
Thoſe eyes, my lord, the ſpirit there 
Might well a Raphael's hand require, 
To give them all the native fire 
The features fraught with ſenſe and wit 
You'll grant are yery hard 5 l &, - 
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But yet with patience you ſhall view, Tl 

As much as paint and art can do. | 80 
Obſerve the work. My lord reply'd. Na 

Till now l thought my mouth was wide, In 

Beſides, my noſe is ſomewhat long, If 

Dear ſir, for me, tis far too young, Te 
Oh, pardon me, the artiſt cry'd, 

In this we painters muſt decide. 


The piece ev'n common eyes muſt ſtrike, 
I warrant it extreamly like. 
My lord examin'd it anew, 
No looking-glaſs ſeem'd half ſo true. 
A lady came, with borrow'd grace 
He from his Venus form'd her face, 
Her lover prais'd the painter's art a 
so like the picture in his heart! 
To ev'ry age ſome charm he lent, 
Ev'n Beauties were almoſt content. 
Through all the town his art they prais'd, 
His cuſtom grew, his price was rais'd, 
Had he the real likeneſs ſhown, 
Would any man the picture own? 
But when thus bappily he wrought, 
Each found the likeneſs in his thought. 


FABLE XIX. 


The Lyon and the Cub. 


H OW fondare men ot rule and place, 
Who court it from the mean and baſe ! 
Theſe cannot bear an equal nigh, 

But from ſuperior merit fly; 

They love the cellar's vulgar joke, . 
And loſe theit hours in ale and ſmoak; 


There 
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There o'er ſome petty club preſide, > 
So poor, ſopaultry is their Pride 

Nay, ev'n wien fools whole nights will fit, 

In hopes to be ſupream in wit. 

If theſe can read, to theſe I write, 

To ſet their worth in trueſt light, 


A Lyon-cub, of ſordid mind, 
Avoided all the lyon kind; 

Fond of applauſe, he ſought the feaſts 
Of vulgar and ignoble beaſts, 

With aſſes all his time he ſpent, 

Their club's perpetual preſident. 

He caught their manners, looks and airs: 
An aſs in ev*ry thing but ears! 

If e' er his highneſs meant a joke, 

They grinn'd applauſe before he ſpokes 
But at each word what ſhouts of praiſe? 
Good Gods! how natural he brays ! 

Late with flatt'ry and conceit, 

He ſeeks his royal ſire's retreat; 
Forward, and fond to ſhow his parts, ; 2 
His highneſs brays, the Lyon ſtarts. A 
Puppy, that curſt yociferation | | 
Betrays thy life and converſation 
Coxcombs, an ever-noiſy race, 
Are trumpets of their own diſgrace. 

Why ſo ſevere, the Cub replies? 
Our ſenate always held me wiſe. 

How weak is pride, returns the Sire, 
All fools are vain, when fools admire! | : 
But know, what ſtupid aſſes prize, 1 4 
Lyons and noble beaſts deſpiſe. 


, D .. FABLE 


; 
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F AB L E XX. 


The old Hen and the Cock. 


en your child; you'll ſoon believe 
The text, which ſays, we ſprung from Eve. 


As an old Hen led forth her train, 
And ſeem d to peck to ſhow the grain; 
She rak'd the chaff, ſhe ſcratch'd the ground, 
And glean'd the ſpacious yard around. 
A giddy chick, to try her wings, 
On the wells narrow margin ſprings, 
And prone ſhe drops. The mother's breaſt 
All day with ſorrow was poſſeſt. 
A Cock ſhe met ; her ſon ſhe knew, 
And in her heart affection grew. 
My ſen, fays ſhe, I grant your years 
Havereach'd beyond a mother's cares, 
I ſee you vig'rous, ſtrong and bold, 


I hear with joy your triumphs told; 


Tis not from cocks thy fate I dread, 
But let thy ever-wary tread 
Avoid yon well ; that fatal place 
Is ſure perdition to our race, ; 
Print this my councel on thy breaſt; 
To the juſt Gods I leavethe reſt. 
He thank'd her care; yet day by day 
His boſom burn'd to diſobey, 
And every time the well he ſaw 
Scorn'd in his heart the fooliſh law 
Near and more neareach day he drew, 
And long' d to try the dang'rous view. 
Why was this idle charge? he-cries-: 
Let courage female. fears deſpiſe. 57 
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or did ſne doubt my heart was brave, | 
And therefore this injunction gave? 

Or does her harveſt ſtore the place, 
A'treaſure for her younger race ? 
And would ſhe thus my ſearch prevent ? 
I ſtand reſoly'd, and dare th' event:. 

Thus ſaid, He mounts the margin's round, 
And prys into the depth profound. 
He ſtretch'd his neck, and from below 
With ſtretching neck advanc'd a foe; 
With wrath his rufffed plumes he rears, 
The foe with ruffled plumes appears; 
Threat anſwer'd threat, his fury grew, 
Headlong to meet the war he flew , 
But when the watry death he found, 
He thus lamented, as he drown'd. 

Ine er had been in this condition 
But for my mother's prohibition. 


FABLE NXXI. 


- The Rat-carcher and Cats, 


T H E rats by night ſuch miſchief did; 
Betty was ev'ry morning chid: 
They undermin'd whole fides of bacon... 
Her cheeſe was ſapp'd, her tarts were taken, 
Her paſties, fenc'd with thickeſt paſte, 
Were all demoliſh'd and laid waſte. 
She curs d the cat for want of duty, 
Who left her foes a conſtant booty. 
An Engineer, of noted skill, 
Engag'd to ſtop the growing ill. 
From room to reom he now ſurveys 
Their baunts, their works, their ſecret ways, 
hy 2d Finds 
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Finds where they ſcape an ambuſcade, | Kin 
And whence the nightly ſally's made. Int 
And envious Cat, from place to place, But 
Unſeen, attends his ſilent pace, No 
She ſaw that, if his trade went on, For 
The purring race muſt be undone, Th 
So, removes his baits, 
And ev'ry ſtratagem defeats. BY 


Again he ſets the poyſon'd toils, 
And pufs again the labour foils. _ 
What foe (to fruſtrate my deſigns) 
My ſchemes thus nightly countermines? 
Incens'd, he cries : this very hour f 7 
The wretch ſhall bleed beneath my pow'r. 

8o ſaid. A pond'rous trap he brought, E. 
And in the fact poor puſs was caught. (1 

Sinvggler, ſays he, thou ſhalt be made I; 
A victim to our loſs of trade. | Fl 

The captive cat with piteous mews It 
For pardon, life and freedom ſues, FP i 
A ſiſter of the icience ſpare, 

One int'reſt is our common care. 

W hat inſolence! the man reply'd, A 
Shall cats with us the game divide; V 
Were all your interloping band F 
Extinguiſh'd, or expelꝭd the land, þ 
We rat-catchers might raiſe our fees, 1 
Sole guardians of a nation's cheeſe! 


A Cat, who ſaw the lifted knife, N 
Thus ſpoke, and ſav'd her ſiſter's life. I 
In ev'ry age and elime we fee, | | \ 
Two of a trade canne'eragree, | 
Each hates his neighbour for encroaching ;. } 
Squire ſtigmatizes ſquire for poachingy+0 111 1 
Beauties with beauties are in arms, ö * } 
And ſcandal pelts each other's charms , 


Kings 


- 
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Lings too their neighbour kings dethrone, 
In hope to make the world their own. 

But let us limit our deſires, 

Not war like beauties, kings and ſquires, 
For though we both one prey purſue, | 
There's game enough for us and you, 


— — 
— 


F A B L E XXII. 
The Goat without 4 Beard. 


3 IS certain, that the modiſh paſſions 
Deſcend among the croud, like faſhions, 

Excuſe me then; it pride, conceit,. 

(The manners of the fair and great) 

I give to monkeys, aſles, dogs, 4 

Fleas, owls, goats, butterflies and hogs. 

I ſay, that theſe are proud. Mhat then 

I never ſaid, they equal men, 8 


— od 


A Goat (as vain as goat can be) 
Affected ſingularity: 
Whene'er a thymy bank he found, 
He roll'd upon the fragrant ground, 
And then with fond attention ſtood, 
Fix'd, o'er his image in the flood, 
I hate my frowzy beard, he crys, 
My youth is loſt in this diſguiſe, 
Did not the females know my vigour, 
Well might they loath this rey'rend figure. 
Reſolv'd to ſmooth his ſhaggy face, 
He ſought the barber of the place. 


Aflippant monkey, ſpruce and ſmart,. . . 
Hard by, profeſt the dapper art; | 


* 
* =_ o 
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His pole with pewter baſons bung, 

Rlack rotten teeth in order ſtrung, 
Rang'd cups, that in the window ſtood, 
Lin'd with red xags, to look like blood, 

Did well his threefold trade explain, 


Who ſha wd, drew teeth, 'and'brearh'd a vein. 


The Goat he welcomes with an air, 
And ſeats him in his wooden chair, 
Mouth, noſe and cheek the lather hides; . 
Light, ſmooth and ſwift the razor glides. 
I hope yourcuſtom; Sir, ſays pug. 
Sure never face was halt ſo ſmug! 
The Goat, impatient for applauſe, 
Swift tothe neighb'ring hill withdraws ;- 
The ſhaggy people grinn'd an] ſtar'd. 
Heighday ! what's here ? withouta beard? 
Say, brother, whence the dire diſgrace? - - 
What envious hand hath robb'd your face? 


When thus the fop, with ſrailes of ſcorn, 


Are beards by civil nations worn ? 

Ev'n Muſcovites have mow'd their chins. 

Shall we, like formal Capacins, 

Stubborn in pride, retain the mode, 

And bear about the hairy load ? 

Whene'er we through the village ſtray, 

Are we not mock'dalong the way, 

Inſulted with loud ſhouts of ſcorn, 

By boys our beards diſgrac d and torn? _ 
Were you no more with goats to dwell, 

Brother, I grant you reaſon well, 

Replys a bearded chief. Beſide, - 

If boys can mortify thy pride, 

How wilt thou ſtand the ridicule... 


Of our whole flock? affected, fo!!! 
Coxcombs, diſtinguiſn d from the reſt, 


To all but coxcombs are a jeſt. 
11 


e 
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FAB LE XXII 


Mist 0d i 1, Safi * A 

W H O friendſhip with a knave hath made. 
V Is judg'd a partner in — 11 1600 2fT 
The matron, who conducts abroad { 2163) 5A 


A willing nymph, is chonging Fowdy © ots 
And if a modeſt girl is ſeen 2 mt; witoe, 
With one who cures a lover's Glee). 145 4 | 
We gueſs her, not extreamly nice, of 1257211 218% 
And only wiſh to know her price. e 
'Tis thus, that on the choice of friends. an 21: @1 Nur 
Our good or evil name depend 099 ell 34 


A wrinkled hag; of wicked ago! Hin was 
Beſide a little ſmoaky mmm oo 
Sate hov'ring, pinch'd'with age and froſty wits n 
Her ſhrivell'd hands, with veins emboſt;, / - A 
Upon her knees her weightſuſtains,. - Nen A 
While palſie ſhook her crazy brains; ene 
She mumbles forth her backward pray ers, - 
An untam'd ſcold of fourſcore years, | 
About her ſwarm'd a num'rous brood 
Of Cats, wholank with hunger mew'd. ' © a 

Teaz'd with their crys her cholergrew, 
And thus ſhe ſputter'd. Hence, ye crew. Nod Th 


Fool that I was, to entertain n 09 004912 Wo 
Such imps, ſuch fiends, à helliſn train 
Had ye been never housd and nurſt,- oo 


I, for a witch, had ne'er been curſt. 
To you l owe, that crouds of boys 
Worry me with eternal noife; 
Straws laid acroſs my pace retard ($1437 26] 
The horſe-ſhos! 's nail'd (cathrhreſhold'oguard)? l 
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The ſtunted broom the wenches hide, 
For fear that I ſhould up and ride : 
They ſtick with pins my bleeding ſeat,. 
And bid me ſhow my ſecretteat. 

To hear you prate would vex a ſaint, 
Who hath moſt reaſon of complaint? 
Replys a Cat. Let's come to proof. 
Had we neꝰ er ſtary'd beneath your roof, 
We had, like others of our race, 

In eredit liv'd, as beaſts of ehace. 
"Tis infamy to ſerve a hag 
Cats are thought imps, her broom a nag x 


And boys againft our lives combine, 
Becauſe, tis ſaid, your cats have nine. 


r th. 


FABLE XXIV. 


LL éupſtarts, inſoletit in place, 
Remind us of their vulgar race, 


As, in the ſun-ſhine of the morn, 
A Butterfly (but newly born ) 
Sate proudly perking on a roſe; 
With pert conceit his boſom glows,. 
His wings (all glorious to behold) 
Bedropt with azure, jet and gold, 
Wide he diſplays; the ſpangled dew 
Reflects his eyes and various hue, 
His now orgotten friend, a Snail, 
Beneath his houſe, a ſlimy trail © 
Crawles o'er the gra's ; whom when he ſpys, 
In wrath he to the gard'ner crys : ** 
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What means yon peaſant's daily toil, 
From choaking weeds to rid the ſoil / 
Why wake you to the morning's care? 
Why with new arts correct the year? 
Why glows the peach with crimfon hue ? 
And why the plum's inviting blue? 
Were they to feaſt his taſte deſign'd, 
That vermine of voracious kind? 
Cruſh then the ſlow, the pilfring race, 
So purge thy garden from diſgrace. 
What arrogance ! the Snail reply d; 
How inſolent is upſtart pride! 
Hadſt thou not thus, with inſult vain, 
Provok'd my patience to complain 
I tad eonceab'd thy meaner birth. 
Nor trac'd thee to the ſcum of earth, 
For ſcarce nine ſuns have wak'd the hours, | 
To ſwell the fruit and paint tt e flowers, 
Since I thy humbler life ſurvey's, 
In baſe, in ſordid guiſe array d; 
A hideous inſeR, vile, unclean, 
 Youdragg'd a flow and noiſome train, 
And from your ſpider bowels drew 
Foul film, and. ſpun the dirty clue. 
I own my humble lite, good friend, 
Snail was 1 born, and ſnail ſhall end. 
And what's a butterfly? At beſt, 
He's but a caterpillar, dreſt: | 
And all thy race (a num'rous ſeed). _ 
Shall prove of caterpillar breed. ; 
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FABLE XXV. 
The Scold and the Parrot: 


H E husband thus reprov'd his wife, 
W ho deals in ſlander, lives in ſtrife. 
Art thou the herald of diſgrace, . 
Denouncing war to all thy race? 
Can nothing quell thy thunder's rage, 


Which ſpares nor friend, nor ſex, nor age? 


That vixen tongue of yours, my dear, 
Alarms our neighbours far and near; 
Good Gods! tis like a rolling river, 
That murm'ring flows, and flows for ever 
Neꝰ er tir d, perpetual diſcord ſowing ! 
Like fame, it gather ſtrength by going, 
Heighday ! the flippant tongue replys,. 
How ſolemn is the fool ! how wiſel 
Is nature's choiceſt gift debarr'd? 
Nay, frown not; for I will be heard, 
Women of late are finely ridden, 
A parrot's privilege forbidden! 
You praiſe his talk, his ſquawling ſong ; 
But wives are always in the wrong. 
Now reputations flew in pieces 
Ot mothers, daughters; aunts and nieces, . 
She ran the parrot's language oer; 
Bawd, huſſy, drunkard, flattern, whore, 
On all the {ex ſhe yents her fury, | 
Trys and condemns without a jury. 
At once the torrent of her words 
Alarm'd cat, monkey, dogs and birds; , 
All join their forces to confqund her, 


Puſs ſpits, the monkey charters round ber., 
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The yelping cur her heels aſſaults, 
The magpye blabs out all her faults, 
poll, inthe uproar, from his cage, 
With this rebuke out-ſcream'd her rage. 

A parrot is for talking priz'd, 
But prattling women are deſpis d; 
She, who attacks another's bonour, TH hs 
[Draws ev'ry living thing upon her, * 
Think, madam, when you ſtretch your oy 
That all your neighbours too have tongues ; 


One ſlander muſt ten thouſand get, 
The world with intei eſt pays the * = 7 


— A 


FABLE XXVI. 


The Cur and the es mel 23H 

| A Sneaking Cur, the maſter's  * Og of 
Rewarded for his daily lye, n 

With ſecret jealouſies and fears a 


Set all together by the ears, 
Poor puſs to day was in diſgrace, 
Another cat ſupply'd her place; 
The hound was beat, the maſtiff chic. 
The monkey was the room forbid, "* 5 
Each to his deareſt friend grew ſhy, QIT-WYF 
And none could tell the reaſon why. | 212110m 10 
A plan to rob the houſe was laid; 9 ar 
The thief with love ſeduc'd the n (Non DH 
Cajol'd the Cur, and ſttok d his 8 x2} gilt U 11 
And bought his ſecreſy with bread, = e NK 
He next the Maſtiff 's bonour try _ ING A 
W hoſe honeſt jaws e ee On 2 n 1A 
He ftretch'd his hand to proffer u more. 10} 11561 ai 
The ſurly dog bis aten era 27 — 
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Swift ran the Cur; with indignation 
The maſter took his information. 
Hang him, the villaio's curſt, he crys, 
And round his neck the halter tyes. 

The Dog his humble ſuit preferr'd, 

And begg'dtn juſtice to be heard. 
The maſter ſat. On either hand 
The cited dogs confronting ſtand; 
The Cur the bloody tale relates, 

And, like alawyer, aggravates. 

Judge not unheard, the Maſtiff cry'd, 
But weigh the cauſe of either ſide. 
Think nat that treach'ry can be juſt, 
Take not informers words on truſt; 
They ope their hand to-ev'ry pay 
And you and me by turns betray. 

He ſpoke. And all. the truth appear d. 
The Cur was hang d, the Maſtiff clear'd. 


— — 


FABLE XXVII. 
The Sick Man and the Angel. 


8 there no hope? the ſick Man ſaid. 
The ſilent doctor ſhook his head, 
And took his leave, with figns of ſorrow, 
n his fee to- morro w. 
W hen thus the Man, with gaſping breath, 
I feel the chilling wound of death. 
Since I muſt bid the world adieu; 
Let me my former life review, 
I grant, my bargains well were made; 
But all men over-reach in trade; 
"Tis ſelf-detence in each profeſſion, 
Sure ſelf-defence is no tranſgreſſion. 


— — 


The 


— — 
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The little portion in my hands, 
By good ſeeurity on lands, 

Is well encreas d. It unawares, | 
My juſtice to my ſelf and heirs, 1c 
Hath let. my debtor rot in jail, $41] 
For want of good ſufficient bail; „ 
It I by writ, or bond, or deed eR 11 
Reduc'd a family to need, | 
My will hath made the world amendsz 

My hope on charity depends, 

When I am number'd with the dead, 

And all my pious gifts are read, | 

By heav'n and earth 'twill then be known 

My charities were amply ſhown. 

An Angel came. Ah friend, hecry'd, . 
No more in flatt'ring hope confide. 

Can thy good deeds in former times 
Outweigh the ballance of thy crimes? 
What widow or what orphan prays 
Tocrown thy life with length of days? 
A pious action's in thy power, 

Embrace with joy the happy hour ; 

Now, while you draw the vital air, 
Prove your intention is ſincere : 

This inſtant give a hundred pound; 

Your neighbours want, and you:abound. 

But why ſuch haſte, the ſick man whines, 
Who knows as yet what Heay'n deſigns? 
Perhaps1 may recover till. | 
That ſum and more are in my will, 

Fool, ſays the Viſion, now dis plain, 
Your life, your ſoul, your heay'n was gain 
From ev'ry ſide, with al your might, 

You ſcrap'd, and ſcrap'd beyond your right, 
And after death would fain atone, 
By giving what is not your own. 
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While there is life, there's hope, he eryd; 


Then why ſuch haſte ? ſo groaii d and dy d. 


The Perſian, the Bun and the Cloud. 


I S there a bard whom genius fires, 

W hoſe ev'ry thought the God inſpires} 
When envy reads the neryous lines, 

She frets, ſhe rails, ſhe raves, ſhe pines, 
Her hiſſing ſnakes with venom ſwell, 

She calls her yenal train from hell, 

The ſervile fiends her nod obey, 

And all Carl's authors are in pay. 

Fame callsup calumny and ſpite, 

Thus ſhadow owes its birth to light. 


As proſtrate to the God of day 

With heart devout a Perſian lay; 
His invocation thus begun. 

Parent of light, all- ſeeing Sun, 
Prolifick beam, whoſe rays diſpenſe 
The various gifts of providence, 
Accept our praiſe, our daily prayer, 
Smile on our fields and bleſs the year. 

A Cloud, who mock'd his grateful tongue, 
The day with ſudden darkneſs hung. 
With pride and envy ſwelld, aloud 
A voice thus thunder d trom the cloud. 

Weak is this gawdy God of thine, 
Whom I at will forbid to ſhine ; 

Shall I nor vows, nor incenſe know? 
Where praiſe is due the praiſe beſtow. 


— 
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With fervent zeal the Perſian moy'd + 
Thus the proud calumny reprov'd. 


It was that God, who claims my prayer, 


Whogave thee birth and rais d thee there: 

When o'er his beams the veil is thrown. 

Thy ſubſtance is but plainer ſhown. 

A paſling gale, a puff of wind 

Difpels thy thickeſt troops combin d. 
The gale aroſe; the vapor toſt, 

(The ſport of winds) in air was loſt, 

The glorious orb the day refines. 

Thus Envy breaks, thus Merit ſhines, 


8 —_—__— 


F A'B LE XXIX. 
The Fox at the point of death.-- 


Fox, in life's extream decay, 
Weak, ſick and faint, expiring lay; 
All appetite had left his may, 
And age diſarm'd his mumbling jaw. 
His num'rous race around him ſtand 
To learn their dying fire's command 
He rais'd his head with whining moan, 
And thus was heard the feeble tone. 
Ah ſons, from evil ways depart, 
My crimes lie heavy on my Heart. 
See, ſee, the murder'd geeſe appear! 
Why are thoſe bleeding turkeys there ? 
Why all around this cackling train, 
Who haunt my ears for chickens ſlain? 
The hungry foxes round them ſtar'd, 
And for the promis d feaſt prepar d. 
Where, Bir, is all this dainty cheer? 
Nor turkey, gooſe, nor * is here 2 
© 


377 


378 FAB L2ZS. 


Theſe are the phantom's of your brain, 
And your ſons lick their lips in vain, 

O gluttons, ſays the drooping ſire; 
Reſt raĩ n inordinatedeſire 
Your liqu'riſk taſte you ſhalldeplore, 
When peace of conſcience is no more. 
Does not the hound betray our pace, 
And gins and guns deſtroy our race? 
Thieves dread the ſearching eye of power, 
And never feel the quiet hour. 

Old- age, (which few of us ſhall know) 
Now puts a period to my Woe. 

Would youtrue happineſs attain, 

Let honeſty your paſſions rein; 

So live in credit and eſteem, 

And, the good name you loſt, redeem.. 

The councel's good, a fox replies, 
Could we perform what you adviſe. 
Think, what our anceſtor's have done: 
Aline of thieyes trom ſon to ſon , 

To us deſcends the long diſgrace, 

And infamy bath mark d our race. 

Though we, like harmleſs ſheep, ſhould feed, 
Honeſt. in thought, in word, and deed, 
Whatever hen-rooft is decreas d, 

We (hall be thought to ſhare the feaſt. 

The change ſhall never be believ'd,. 

A loſt good- name ĩs ne'er retriey'd. 

Nay then, replys the feeble Fox, 
(But, hark! I hear a henthatclocks) 
Go, but be mod'rate in your food; 

A chicken too mightdo me good. 
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FABLE XXX. 
The Sering-dog and the Partridge, 


1 E ranging Dod the ſtubble tries, 
And ſearches ev' ry breeze that flies; 
The ſcent grows warm; with cautious fear, 
He creeps, and points the covey near. 
The men in ſilence, far behind, 
Conſcious of game, the netunbind. 

A Partridge, with experience wiſe, 
The fraudful preparation ſpies, x 
She mocks their toils, alarms her brood, 
The covey ſprings, and ſeeks the wood: 
But ere her certain wing ſhe tries, 
Thus to the caeeeping ſpaniel cries: 

Thou tawning ſlave to man's deceit,. 
Thou pimp of lux'ry, ſneaking cheat, 
Of thy whole ſpeciesthoudiſgrace, 
Dogs ſhould diſown thee of their race! 
For if l judge their native parts, 
They're born with honeſt open hearts, 
And, ere they ſerv'd man's wicked ends, 
Were gen'rous foes or real frieuds. 

When thus the Dog with ſcornful ſmile, . 
Secure of wing, thou dar'ſt revile. 
; Clowns are to poliſh'd manners blind z, 
How ign'rant is the ruſtick mind! 
My worth ſagacious courtiers ſee, 
And to pretferment riſe like me. 
The thriving pimp, whe beauty ſets,. 
Hath oft' eahanc'd a nation's debts ; 
Friend ſets his friend, without regard 
And miniſters his skill reward. 
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Thus train'd by man, I learnt his ways, 
And growing tayour feaſts my days. 


I might have gueſs'd, the Partridge ſaid, 


The place where you weretrain'd and fed; 
Servants are apt, and ina trice 

Ape to a hair their maſter's vice. 

Tou came from court, you ſay. Adieu. 
She ſaid, and to the covey flew. 


6—— 
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FABLE XXXI. 
The. Univerſal Apparition. 


» Rake, byev'ry Paſſion rul'd, 

& With ev'ry vice his youth had cool's ; . 
Diſeaſe his tainted blood aſſails, 
His ſpirits droop, hisvigour fails, 

With ſecret ills athome he pines, 
And, like infirm old-age, declines. 

As, twing'd with Pain, he penſiveſits;._ 
And raves, and prays, and ſwears by fits, 
A ghaſtly phantome, lean and wan, 

Before him roſe, and thus began. 

My name perhaps hath reach d your ear 
Attend, and be advis'&by Gare. 

Nor love, nor honour, wealth nor power 
Can give the heart a cheerful hour, 

When health is loſt,” Be timely wiſe: . 
With health all tafte of pleaſure flies. 

Thus ſaid, the phantome diſappears,., 
The wary counſ Fs 


wak'd his fears 3 
He now from all exceſs abſtains, 


With phyſick purifies his veins; . 
And to procure a ſober life 
Reſolyes to venture on a wife. 
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But now again the ſprite aſcends, 
Whete' er he walks his ear attends, 
Inſinuates that beauty's frail, . 
That perſeverance mult prevail, 
With jealouſies his brain inflames, . 
And whiſpers all her lovers names; 
In other hours ſhe repreſents * 
His houſhold charge, his annual rents, 
Encrealing debts, perplexing duns, 
And nothing for his younger ſons. 


Strait all his thought to gain he turns, .. 


And with the thirſt of lucre burns; 
But when poſſeſt of Fortune's ſtore, 
The ſpectre haunts him more and more, 
Sets want and miſery in view, 
Bold thieves and all the-murd'ring crew. 
Alarms him with eternal frights, 
Infeſts his dream, or wakes his nights. 
How ſhall he chaſe this hideous gueſt ?-. 
Power may perhaps protect his reſt , 
To pow'r he roſe, Again the ſprite 
Beſets him morning, noon and night. 
Talks of ambition'stattring ſeat, 
How enyy perſecutes the great, 
Of rival hate, of treach'rous friends, 
And what diſgrace his fall attends. 
The court he quits to fly from Care, 
And ſeeks the peace of rural air; 
His groves, his fields amus d his hours, 


He prun'd his trees, he rais'd his flowers; 


But Care again his ſteps purſues, 


Warns him of blaſts, of blightingdews, 


Of plund'ring inſets, ſnails and rains 


And droughts that ſtarve the labour'd plains, . 


Abroad, at home, the ſpectre's there: 
In vain we ſeck to fly from Care. 
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At length he thus the ghoſt addreft, 
Since theu muſt be my conſtant gueſt, 
Be kind, and follow me no more, 

For Care by right ſhould go before. 


FABLE XXXIL 
The two Owls and the Sparrow. 


T WO formal Owls together ſat, 
Conferring thus in ſolemn chat. 


How is the modern taſte decay d! 

Where's the reſpect to wiſdom paid? 

Our worth the Grecian ſages knew. 

They gave our ſires the honour due, 

They weigh'd the dignity of fowls,. 

And pry'd into the depth of owls.. 

Athens, the ſeat of learned fame, 

With gen'ral voice rever'd our name; 

On merit title was conferr'd, _ 

And all ador'd the Athenian bird, | 1 
Brother, you reaſon well, replies 

The ſolemn mate, with half. ſnut eyes; 

Night. Athens was the ſeat of learning, 

And truly wiſdom is diſcerning. 

Beſides, on Pallas helm we lit, 

The type and ornament of wit: 

But now, alas, we'ere quite neglected, 


And a pert ſparrow's more reſpected. | Pe 

A Sparrow, who was lodg'd beſide, En 
O'erhears them ſooth each other's pride, 1 
And thus he nimbly vents his heat. Th 

Who meets a fool mult find conceit. | Pr, 
I grant, you were at Athensgrac'd, 
And on Minerva's helm were plac'd,. | TY 41 
* | 1 
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But ev ry bird that wings the sky, 
Except an owl, can tell you Why, 


From hence they taught their ſchools to know: 

How falſe we judge by outward ſhow, 

That we ſhould never looks eſteem, 

Since fools as wiſe as you might ſeem. 

Would ye contempt and ſcorn avoid, 

Let your yain-glory be deſtroy d; 

Humble your arrogance of thought, 

Purſue the ways by nature taught, 
So ſhall ye find delicious fare, | EY 
And gratetul farmers praiſe your care, | 
So ſhall ſleek mice your chaſe reward, 

And no keencat find more regard. 


— — 


F BAL E XXXIII. 
The Courtier and Proteus. 


Hene'er.a:courtier's out of place, 
The country ſhelters hisdifgrace y 

Where, doom'd to exereiſe and health, 
His houſe and gradens own his wealth, 
He builds new ſchemes, in hope to gain 
The plunder of another reign; 
Like Philip's ſon would fain be doing,. 
And ſighs for.other realms to ruin, 

As one of theſe (without his wand) 
Penſive, along the winding ftrand 
Employ'd the ſolitary hour 
In projects to regain his power; 

The waves in ſpreading circles ran, 
Proteus aroſe, and thus began. 

Came you from court ? For in your mien 

A Cf importan air is ſeen. R k 
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He frankly own'd his triends had trick'd ag 
And how he fell his party's victim. 

Know, ſays the God, by matchleſs skill 
I change to ev'ry ſhape at will; 
But yet, I'm told, at court you ſee 
Thoſe who preſume. to rival me. 

Thus ſaid. A ſnake, with hideous trail, 
Proteus extends his (caly mail. 

Know, ſays the Man, though groudi in place; 
All courtiers are of. reptile.race, 
Like you, they take that dreadful form, 
Bask in the ſun, and fiy.the form 
With malice hiſs, with enyy glote, 
And for convenience change their coat, 
With new-got luſtre rear their head, 

on a dunghil born and bred. ' A 

Sudden the Gad a lyon ſtands, 
He ſhakes his mane, * wow the ſands; : 
Now a fierce lynx, with fiery glare, 
A wolf, an aſs, 2 fox, a bear. 

Had I neꝰer liv d at court, he cries, 
Such transformation might ſurpriſe; 
But there, in queſt of daily game, 
Each able courtier acts the ſame. 
Wolves, lyons, lynxes, while in place, 
heir friends and fellows are their chace; 
They play the bear's and fox's part, 
Now rob by force, now ſteal with art - 
They ſometimes in the ſenate bray ; 
Or, chang'd again to beaſts of prey, 
Down from the lyon to the ape, 
Practiſe the frauds of ev ry ſnape. 
So ſaid. Upon the God he flies, 
In cords the ſtruggliũꝑ captive ties. 

Now, Proteus, now . truth compelld) 
Speak, and.confeſs thy art excel d. 
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Uſe ſtrength, y e, or What will, k hk — 
The courtier finds evaſion l, ——— 
Not to be bound by any He © © 
And never forc'd to leayelils1yes. © 2 
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HOSE, who in quatrdls intergs e, 
Muſt often wipe a bloody nole. ll 


A Maſtiff, of true Engl blood. oe 1 
Lev d fighting better than his food, 1 
When dogs were ſnarling for a bone. | . 
Helong'd to make the war his own, : 4s. 1 ll 
And often found (when two contenu) 
To interpoſe obtain'd his end 
He glory d in his limping pace. 
The ſcars ot honour ſeam d his face, 
In ev'ry limb a gaſh appears, ... - 

And frequent fights vetreach'd his ears. 


As, on a time, he heard from far — 
Two dogs engag d in noiſy war, 1 1 
Away he ſcours and lays about him, 33 
Reſolv d no fray ſhould be without him. N 

Forth from his yard a tanner flies, - 

And to the bold intruder cries, - | es 8 

A cudgel ſhall correct your manners. 88 
hence ſprung this curſed hate to canners? 7 
While on my dog you vent your ſpite; a / 
Sirrah, 'tis me you dare not bite. 4 

To ſee the battle thus perplext,, - 4 


Wi ual rage a butcher yext, | 
* „ Fi Fare 
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Hoarſe-ſcreaming from the circled croud, 
To the curſt Maſtiff cries aloud, - 

Both Hockley-hole and Mary-bone 
The combats of my dog have known. 
He ne' er, like bullies coward - hearted, 
Attacks in publick, to be parted 
Think not, raſh fool, to ſhare his fame, 
Be his the honour or the Shame, 

Thus ſaid, they ſwore and rav d like * 
Then dragg d their faſten'd dogs aſunder, 
W hile clubs and kicks from ey'ry ſide 
Rebounded from the Maſtiff 's hide. 

All reeking now with ſweat and blood. 
A-while the parted warriors ſteod, 
Then pour'd upon the meddling foe ; 
Who, worried, howPd and ſprawl'd below: 
He roſe; andlimping from the fray, 
By both ſides _— week away. 


FABLE. XXXV. 
The Barley-maw and the Dung bil. 


N O many ſaucy airs we meet, 
From Temple-bar to Aldgate tree; 


Proud rogues, who ſhar'd the Sourh-ſea prey, TY 


And ſprung like muſhrooms in a day ! 
They think it mean, to condeſcend 

To know a brother or a friend; 

They bluſk to hear their mother's name, 
And by their pride expoſe their ſhame. 


As croſs his yard, at early day, 
Acaretul farmer took his way, 
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He ſtopd, and leaning on his fork 
Obſery'd the flail's inceſſant work; 
In thought he meaſur d all his ſtore, | 
His geeſe, his hogs henumber'd o'er, 
In fancy weigh'd-the fleeces ſhorn, 
And multiply'd the next year's corn, - 

Barley-mow, .which ſtood beſide, 
Thus to its muſi ing maſter cry d. 

Say, good ſir, is it fit or right 
To treat me with neglect and light? 
Me, who contribute to your cheer, 
And raiſe your mirth with ale and beer 
Why thus inſulted, thus diſgrac'd, 
And that vile dunghill near me plac'd? 
Are thoſe poor ſweepings of agroom, 
That filthy ſight, that nauſeous fume 
Meet objects here? Command it hence: 
A thing ſo mean muſt give offence. 
The humble dunghill thus reply'd. 

Thy maſter hears and mocks thy pride. 
Inſult not thus the meck and low, . 
In me thy benefater know! 
My warm aſſiſtance gave thee birth, 
Or thou hadſt periſh'd low in earth; 
But upſtarts, to ſupport their ſtation, 


Cancel at once all obligation. 1 
FAB L E XXXVI. 
Pythagoras and the Countryman. 


P Dirhag'ras roſe at early dawn, 
By ſoaring meditation drawn, 
To breathe the fragrance of the day, 
Through flow'ry fields he * his way; 
2 
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In muſing contemplation warm, 

His ſteps miſ-· led him to a farm, 

Where, on the ladder's topmoſt round 

A Peaſant ſtood; the hammer's ſound 

Shook the weak barn, Say, friend, what care 
Calls for thy honeſt labour there? 

The Clown with ſurly voice replies, 

Vengeance aloud for juſtice eries : 
Thiskite, by daily rapine fed, 
My hen's annoy, my turkey's dread, 
Atlength his forfeit life hath pu ; 
See, on the wall his wings diſplay*d, 
Here naild, a terror to his kind, 
My fowls ſhall future ſafety find, 
My yard the thriving poultry feed, 
And my barn's refuſe tat the 'breed. 
Friend, ſays the ſage, the doom is wiſe, 
For publick good the murd'rer dies; 
But if theſe tyrants of the air 
Demand a Sentence ſo ſevere, 
Think how the glutton man devours; 
What bloody feaſts regale his hours! 
O impudence of power and might, 
Thus to condemn a hawk or kite, 
When thou perhaps, carniy'rous ſinner, 
Hadſt pullets yeſterday for dinner! | 
Hold, cry'dthe Clown, with paſſion heated, 
Shall kites and men alike be treated? 
When Heay'n the world with creatures ſtor'd, 
Man was ordain'd their ſov'raign lord. 

Thus tyrants boaſt, the Sage reply'd 
Whoſe murders (ſpring from pow'r and pride. 
Own then this manlike kite is lain | . 
Thy greater lux'ry to ſuſtain 
For * pettij rogues ſubmit to fate 
That great ones may enjoy their ſtate. 
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F ABL E XXXVIL 
The Farmer's Wife and | the Raven. 


ww HY are thoſe tears? Why droops your hoes ” 
Is then your other husband dead? | 

Or does a worſe diſgrace betide ? 

Hath no one ſince his death apply'd? _ 
Alas! you know the cauſe too well, 

The ſalt is ſpilt, to me it fell. 

Then to contribute to my loſs, 

My knife and fork were laid acroſs, 

On friday too! the day I dread ! 

Would I were ſafe at home in bed! 

Laſt night (Lvow to-beav'n 'tis true) 

Bounce from the fire a coffin flew. 

Next poſt ſome fatal news ſhall tell. 

God ſend my Corniſh friends be well! 

Unhappy widow, ceaſe thy tears, 

Nor feel affliction in thy fears; 

Let not thy ſtomach be ſuſpended, 

Eat now, and weep when dinner's ended, 

And when the butler clears the table 

For thy diſſert I'll read my fable. 


Betwixt her ſwagging pannier's load 
A farmer's wife to market rode, 
And, jogging on, with thoughtful care 
Summ d up the profits of her ware 3 
1, ſtarting from her ſilver dream, 

I far and wide was heard her ſcream. 

That raven on yon left-hand oak 

(Curſe on his ill-betiding croak). 
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Bodes me no good. No more ſhe ſaid, 

When poor blind Ball with ſtumbling tread, 

Fell prone; o'erturn'd the pannier lay, 

And her maſh'd eggs beſtrow d the way. 
She, ſprawling in the yellow road, 


Rail'd, ſwore and curſt, Thou croaking toad, 


A murrain take thy whoreſon throat! 
I knew misfortune in the note. 

Dame, quoth the Raven, ſpare your oaths, 
Unclench your fift, and wipe your cloaths.. 
But why. on me thoſe curſes thrown ? 
Goody, the fault was all your own; 
For had you laid this brittle ware 
On Dun, the old ſure-footed mare; 
Though all the ravens of the Hundred 
With croaking had your tongue out-thunder'd, 
Sure-footed Dun had kept her legs, 

And you, good woman, ſav'd your eggs, 


FABLE XXXVIII. 
The Turkey and the Ant. 


N other men we faults can ſpy, 

And blame the mote that dims their eye, 
Each little ſpeck and blemiſh find, 
To our own ſtsopger errors blind. 

A turkey, tir'd of common food, 
Forſook the barn and ſought the wood, 
Behind her ran her infant train, 

Collecting here and there a grain. 

Draw near, my birds, the mother cri 

This hill delicious fare ſupplies ; | 


Behold the buſy Negro race, 
dee, millions blacken all the place! 


Fear 
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Fear not, Like me with freedom eat; | 
An ant is moſt delightful meat, | 
How bleſt, how enyy'd were our life, 
Could we but 'ſcape the poult'rers knife? 
But man, curſt man on turkey preys, 
And Chriſtmas ſhortens all our days 
Sometimes with oyſters we combine, * 
Sometimes aſſiſt the ſay*ry ehine. 
From the low peaſant to the lord, 
The turkey ſmoaks oney'ry board. 
Sure men for gluttony are eurſt, 
Of the ſev*n deadly ſins the worſt. 
An Ant, who clim'd beyond his reach, 
Thus anſ{wer'd from the nighb'ring beech, - 
Ere you remark another's ſin, 
Bid thy own conſcience look within. 
Controul thy more voracious bill, 


Nor for a breakfaſt nations kill. 


ABL E XXXIX. 
The Father and Jupiter. 


T HE Man to Fove his ſuit preferr'd ; 
fle begg'd a Wife; his prayer was heard. 
Jove wonder d at his bold addreſſing. 
For how precarious is the bleſſing! 
A wife he takes. And now for heirs 
Again he worries heav'n with pray ers, 
Jove nods aſſent. Two hopetul boys 
And a fine girl reward his joys, 
Now more ſolicitous he grew, 
And ſet their future lives in view; 
He ſaw that all reſpe& and duty 
Were paid to wealth, to i and beauty. 
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Once more, he eries, accept my Prayer, 
Make my loy'd progeny thy care: n 
Let my firſt hope, my fav rite boy, 

All fortune's richeſt gifts enjoy. 

My next with ſtrong ambition fire, ? 
May favour teach him to aſpire, © 
Till he the ſtep of pow'r aſcend, 

And courtiers to their idol bend. 
With ev'ry grace, with ev'ry charm 
My daughters pertett features arm. 

It Heav'n approve, a father's bleſt. 
Jove ſmiles, and grants his full requeſt, 

The firſt, a miſer at the heart, 

Studious of ey'ry griping art, 

Heaps hoards on hoards with anxious pain, 
And all his life devotes to gain. 

He feels no joy, his cares increaſe, 

He neither wakes nor ſleeps in peace, 

In fancy'd want, (a wretch compleat) 

He ſtarves, and yet he dares not eat. 

Lhe next to ſudden honours grew,, 

The thriving art of courts he knew ;. 

He reach'd the height of pow'r and place, 
Then fell, the victim of diſgrace. 

Beauty with early bloom ſupplies 

His daughter's cheek, and points her Eyes : 
The vain coquette each ſuit diſdains, | 
And glories in her lovers pains, | 
With age ſhe fades, each lover flies, 
Contemn'd, forlorn, ſhe pines and dies. 

When Fove the father's grief ſurvey d. 

And heard him Heav'n and Fate upbraid, 
Thus ſpoke the God, By ourward ſhow 
Men judge of happineſs and woe: 

Shall ignorance of good and ill 5 

Dare to direct th' eternal will? : 
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Seek virtue; and of that poſſeſ rt. 
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The ge Mendes 


T HE learned, full of inward pride, 
The fops of outward ſhowderide ; 
The fop, with learning at de ſiance, 

Scoffs at the pedant and the ſcience: 

The Don, a formal, ſolemn ſtrutter; 
Deſpiſes Monſieurs airs and flutter x 

While Monſieur mocks the formal fool, 

Who looks, and ſpeaks, and walks by rule. 
Britain, a medly of the twain,. | 
As p27 as France, as grave as Spain, 
In fancy wiſer thanthe reſt, 
Laughs at them both, of both the wy 
Ts not the poet's chiming cloſe 
Cenſur'd, by all the ſons of proſe? 
While bards of quick imagination 
Deſpiſe the ſleepy proſe narration: 


Men laugh at apes, they men contemn z : hs 


For what are we, but apes to them ? 


Two Monkeys went to Southwark fair, 
No criticks had a ſourer air.. 


They forc'd their way through draggled folks, 


W ho gap'd to catch Fach-Pudding's jokes. 
Then took their tickets for the ſhow, 
And got by chance the foremeſt row, 
To ſee their grave obſerving face 
Provok'd a laugh thro all the place. 
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Brother, ſays Pug, and turn'd his head, 
The rabble's monſtrouſſy ill bred. 

Now through the booth loud hiſſes ran; 
Nor ended till the Show began. 

The tumbler whirls the flip- flap round, 
With ſommerſets he ſhakes the ground; 
The cord beneath the dancer ſprings ; 
Aloft in air the vaulter ſwings, 

Diſtorted now, now prone depends, 
Now through his twiſted arms aſcends; 
The croud, ia wonder and delight, 
With clapping hands applaud the ſight. 

With ſmiles, quoth Pug, It pranks like theſe 
The giant apesof reaſon pleaſe, 

How would they-wonder at our arts ? 
They muſt adore us for our parts. 

High on the twig I've ſeen you cling, 
Play, twiſt and turn in airy ring; 

How canthoſe clumſy things, like me, 
Fly with a bound from tree to tree? 

But yet, by this applauſe, we find 
Theſe emulators of our kind 

Diſcern our worth, our parts regard, 
Who our mean mimicks thus reward. 

Brother, the grinning mate replies, 

In this gran that man is wiſe, 

While good example they purſue, 

| We muſt allow ſome praiſe is due; 

But when they ſtrain beyond their guide, 
I laugh to ſcorn the mimic pride. 

For how fantaſtick.is the ſight, 

To moet men always bolt upright, 
Recauſe we ſometimes walk on two { 
Ihate the imitating crew. 
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FABLE XIT. 
The Owl and the Farmer. 


A N Owl of grave deport and mien, 
Who (like the Twrk) was ſeldom ſeen, 
Within a barn had choſe his ſtation, 

As fit for prey and contemplation :- 
Upon a beam alotthe fits,. 

And nods, and ſeems to think, by fits. 
So have I ſeen a man of news 

Or Poſt-boy, or Gaxette peruſe, 


Smoak, nod, and talk with voice profound, 


And fix the fate of | Europe round,. 
Sheaves pibd on ſheaves hid all the floor :. 
At dawn of morn to view his ſtore 

The Farmer came. The hooting gueſt. 
His ſelf-importancs thus expreſt; 

Reaſon in manis meer pretence 2 
How weak, how ſhaliow is bis ſenſe!” 
To treat with ſcorn the bird of night. 
Declares his folly or his ſpite, 

Then too, how partial is his praiſe! 

The lark's, the linnet's chirping lays. 

To his ill-judging ears are fine; 

And nightingales are all divine. 

But the more knowing feather'd race 

See wiſdom ſtampt upon my face. 
Whene'er to viſit light I deign, 
What flocks of fowl compoſe my train!” 
Like ſlaves, they croud my flight behind, 


- 


And own me of ſuperior kind. 
The Farmer laugh'd, and thus reply'd, . 
Thou dull important lump of pride, 
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Dart thou with thatharſh grating tongue 
Depreciate birds of warbling ſong ? 
Indulge thy ſpleen. Know, men and fowl 
Regard thee, as thou art, an owl. 

Beſides, proud blockhead, be not vain 
Of what thou call'ſt thy ſlaves and train. 
Few follow wiſdom or her rules, 

Fools in deriſion follow fools. 


FABLE XLIL 
' The Tugglers, 
A Juggler long through all the town 


Had rais'd his foi tune and renown ; 

You'd think (ſo far his arttranſcends) 
The devil at his finger's ends. | 

Vice heard his fame, ſhe read his bill; 
Convinc'd of his inferior skill, 
She ſought his booth, and from the croud 
Defy'd the man of art aloud. | 

Is this then he ſo fam d for flight, 


Can this ſlow bungler cheat your ſight, s 


Dares he with me diſpute the prize? 
L leave it to impartial eyes. 

Proyok'd, the Juggler cry'd, *tis done, 
In ſcience I ſubmit to none, 

Thus ſaid. The cups and balls he play'd;. 
By turns, this here, that there, convey'd : 
The cards, obedient to his words, 

Are by a fillip turu'd to birds; 

His little boxes change the grain, 
Trick after trick deludes the train. 
He ſhakes his bag, he ſhows all ſair, 


His fingers ſpread, and nothing there, 


Then 


Then bids it rain with ſnowers of gold, 
And now his iv'ry eggs are told, 

But when fromthence the hen he draws, 
Amaz'd ſpectators hummapplauſe. 

Vice now ſtept forth and took the place, 
With all the forms ot his grimace, 

This magick looking-glaſs, the cries, 
(There, hand it round) will charm your eyes: 
Each eager eye the ſight deſir'd, 

And ev'ry man himſelf admit d. 

Next, to a ſenator addrefling;'+ | © 
See this Banl- note; obſerve the bleſſing : 
Breathe on the bill. Heigh, paſs! 'Tis gone. 
Upon his lips a padlock ſhone. 

A ſecond puff the magick broke, | 
The padlock yaniſh'd, and he fpoke: 

Twelve bottles rang'd upon the board, 
All full, with heady liquor ſtor'd, | 
By clean conveyance diſappear, 1 
And now two bloody ſwords are there. 

A purſe ſhe to a thief expos d; 
At once his ready fingers clos: d: 

He opes his fiſt, the treaſure's fled, 

He ſees a halter in its ſtead, | 
She bids Ambition hold a wand, 

He graſps a hatchet in his hand. 

A box of charity ſhe ſhows: | 
Blow here ; and a church-warden blows, 

"Tis vaniſh'd with conveyance neat, | 
And on the table ſmoaks a treat. | 

She ſhakes the dice, the board ſhe kaodks 
And from all pockets fills her box. 

She next a meagre rake addreſt; --, 
This picture ſee; her ſhape, her breaſt! 

What youth, and what inviting eyes“ 
Hold her, and have her. With ſurpriſe, 
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His hand expos'da box of pills; 
And a loud laugh proclaim'd his ills, 
A counter, ina miſer's hand. 
Grew twenty guineas at command; 
She bids his heir the ſumm retain, 
And 'tis a counter now again, 
A guinea with her touch you ſee 
Take ev'ry ſhape but Charity; 
And not one thing, you ſaw, or drew, 
But chang'd from what was firſt in view, 
The Juggler now, in grief of heart, 
With this ſubmiſſion own'd her art, 
Can I ſuch.matchileſs ſliglu withſtand? 
How practice hath improy'd your hand 
But now and then I cheat the throng; , 
You ev'ry day, and all day long. 


— 
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FABLE XLIII. 
The Council f Horſes, 


PON a time a neighing ſeed, 
Who graz'd among a num'rous breed, 
With mutiny had fir'd the train, 
And ſpread diſſention through the plain. 
On matters that concern'd the State 
The council met in grand debate. 
A colt, whoſe eye- balls flam'd with ire, 
Elate with ſtrength and youthtul fire, 
In haſte ſtepi forth before the reſt, 
And thus the liſt ning throng addreſt. 
Good Gods! how abject is our race 

Condemnꝰd to ſlav ry and diſgrace! 
Shall we our ſervitude retain, 


Becauſe our ſires have born the chain? 


_ 
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Conſider, friends, your ſtrength and might 4 
Tis conqueſt to aflert your right. 

How cumb'rous is the gilded coach! 

The pride of man is our reproach. 

Were we deſign'd for daily toll, 
To drag the plough-ſhare durongb the ſoil, 
To ſweet in harneſs through the road, 

To groan beneath the carrier's loadꝰ 
How feeble are the two-legg'd kind / 
What force is in our neryes combin'd ! 
Shall then our nobler jaws ſubmit 

To foam and.champ the galling bir? 

Shall haughty man my back beftride? 
Shall the ſharp ſpur provoke my ſide? 
Forbid it Heav'ns! Reje@ the rein, 


Your ſhame, your infamydifdainge 


Let him the lyon firſt contraul, _ 
And {till the tyger s famiſh'd growle? 
Let us, like them, our freedom claim, 
And make him tremble at our name. 
A general nod approv'd the cauſe, 
And all the circle neigh'd applauſe. _ 
When, lo; with grave and ſolemn pace 
A ſteed advanc'd before the race, 1 
With age and long experience wiſe, 
Around he caſt his thoughtful eyes, 
And, to the n the train, 
Thus ſpoke the Neſſor of the plain. 
When I had health and ſtrength, like You, 
The toils of ſeryitude I knew ; $$ 
Now grateful man.rewards my pains, | 
And gives me all theſe wide domains; 
At will I crop the year's enereaſe, 
My latter life is reſt and peace. (7 
I grant to man we lend our pains, 


And aid him to cored the plainsg 
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But doth not he divide the care, 
Through all the labours of the year? 
How many thouſand ſtructures riſe, 
To fence us from inclement skies 
For us be bears the ſultry day, 
And ſtores up all our winter's hay; 
He ſows, he reaps the haryeſt's gain, 
We ſhare the toil and ſhare the grain. 
Since ey'ry creature was decreed 
To aid each other's mutual need, 
Appeaſe your diſcontented mind. 
And act the part by Heav'n aſſign d. 
The tumult ceas d. The colt ſubmitted, 
And, like bis anceſtors, was bitted, 


— k —— 
FABLE XLIV. 
The Hound and the Huntſman, 
Mpertinence at firſt is born 
With heedleſs ſlight, or ſmiles of ſcorn; 3 


Teaz d into wrath, what patience bears 
The noiſy fool who perleyeres? | 


The morning wakes, the knadimen RAYS 
At once ruſh torth the joyful hounds; 
They ſeek the wood with eager pace, 
Through buſh, through brier explore the chaſe, 
Now ſcatter'd wide they try the plain, 
And ſnuff the dewy turf in van. 
What care, what induſtry, what pains? 
What univerſal ſilence reigns! - | | 
Ringwood, a dog of liule fame, 
Young, pert, and ignorant of game, 


At 
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At once diſplays his babbling throat; 

The pack, regardleſs of the note, 

Purſue the ſcent; with louder ſtrain 

He ſtill perſiſts to vex the train, 

The Huntſman to the clamour flies, 
The ſmacking laſh he ſmartly plies ; 

His ribs all welk'd, with howling tone 
The puppy thus expreſt his moan. 

I know the muſick of my tongue 
Long ſince the pack with envy ſtung ; 

W hat will not ſpite? Theſe bitter ſmarts 
I owe to my ſuperior parts. 

When puppies prate, the Huntſman ery'd, 
They ſhow both ignorance and pride, 
Fools may our ſcorn, not envy raiſe, 

For envy is a kind of praiſe. 

Had not thy forward noiſy tongue 
Proclaim'd thee always in the wrong, 
Thou might'ſt have mingled with the reſt, 
And ne'er thy fooliſh noſe confeſt; 

But fools, to talking ever prone, 

Are ſure to make their follies known. 
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FAB LE XLV. 
The Poet and the Roſe... 


Hate the man who builds his name 
On ruins of another's fame. 

Thus prudes by characters o'erthrown; . 
Imagine that tt ey raiſe their own: 
Thus ſcriblers, covetous of praiſe, 
Think ſlander can tranſplant the bays, . 
Beauties and bards have equal pride, 
With both all rivals ate deſery'd. 
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Who praiſes Lesbia's eyes and feature, 
Muſt call her ſiſter, aukward creature; 
For the kind flatery's ſure to charm, 
When we ſome other nymph diſarm. 


As in the cool of early day 
A Poet ſought the ſweets of May, 
The garden's fragrant breath aſcends, 
And ev'ry ſtalk with odour bends. 
A roſe he pluck'd, he gaz'd, admir'd, 
Thus ſinging as the Muſe inſpir'd, 


Go, Roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace; 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envy'd place 
With never-fading leve! 
There, Phenix like, beneath her eye, 
Inyoly'd in fragrance, burn and die! 


Know, hapleſs flower, that thou ſhalt find 


More fragrant roſes there; 
I ſee thy with'ring head reclin'd 

With envy and deſpair} 
One common fate we both muſt prove; 
Lou die with envy, I with love. 


Spare your compariſons, reply d 
An angry Roſe, who grew beſide; | 
Of all mankind you ſhould not flout us; 
What can a Poet do without us! 
Inev'ry love-ſong roſes bloom; 
We lend you colour and perfume. 
Does it to Chloe's charms conduce, 
To found her praiſe on our abuſe ? 
Muſt we, to * A198 her, be made 


To wither, envy, pine and fade; 
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The Cur, the Horſe, and the Shepherd's Dog. 


HE lad, of allſufficient merit, "” 
* With modeſty ne'er damps his ſpirit, | 
Preſuming on his own deſerts, - | 
On all alike his tongue exerts; - 
His noiſy jokes at random throws, 
And pertly ſpatters friends and =. 
In wit and war the bully race 
Contribute to their own diſgrace » * 
Too late the forward youth ſhall fi nd 
That jokes are ſometimes paid in kind, 
Or if they canker in the breaſt, 
He makes a foe who makes jeſt.. - 


A village-cur, of ſnappiſhrace,. 
The perteſt puppy of the place, 
Imagin'd that his treble throat 
Was bleſt with mulick's ſweeteſt note; | . 
In the mid road he basking lay, os? 7 
The yelping nuſance of the way; 

For not a creature paſt along 
But had a ſample of his ſong. 

Soon as the trotting ſteed he hears, ©. 
He ſtarts, he cocks his dapper ears, 
Away he ſcowers, aſſaults his hoof, 
Now near him ſnarles, now barks aloof; : 
Witn ſhrill impertinence attends, 
Nor leaves him till the village ends. 

It chanc'd, upon his evilday, 
A Pad came pacing down the way; 
The Cur, with neyer-ceaſing tongue, 
Nyon the paſſing trav ler ſprung. 
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The horſe, from ſcorn proyok'd to ire, 
Flung backward rolling in the mire, 
The puppy howl'd, and bleeding lay; 
The pad in peace d his way. 

Alhe hen * ſaw the deed, 
Deteſting the vexatious breed, 
Beſpoke him thus. When coxcombs prate, 
They kindle wrath, contempt, or hate. 
Thy teazing tongue had judgment ty d, 
Thou hadſt not, like a puppy, dy d. 
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ABEL E XLVn. 
The Court of Death. | 


TNXEATH, ona ſolemn night of ſtate, .. 
In all his pomp of terrors ſate: 
Th' attendants of his gloomy reign, 
Diſeaſes dire, a Far” erte 
Croud the vaſt court, With hollow tone 
A voice thus thunder d from the throne. 
This night our miniſter we, name, 
Let ev'ry ſervant ſpeak his claim; 
Merit ſnall bear this ebon wand. 
All, at the word, ſtretch'd forth their hand. 
Feaver, with burning heat poſſoſt, 
Advanc'd, and for the wand addreſt. 
I to the weekly bills appeal, 
Let thoſe expreſs my fervent zeal, , 
On ev'ry flight occaſion near, 
With violence I perſevere. 
Next gout appears with limping pace, 
Heads how he ſhifts from place to place, 
From head to foot how ſwift he flies, 


And ev'ry joint and ſinew plys, 
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i" 
Still working when be ſeems ſuppreſt : 


A mA tenacious ſtubborn gueſ . 
Alnggard ſpectre from the ered ,, & [ 

Crawk forth;” and thus aſſerts his due. 9549 1! aq oil? 

Tis I yo taint the ſweeteſtjoy, » :: 011 yy! ? 


And iithe ſhape of love deſtro : 

My ſharks, ſunk eyes, and noſdlefs faes 

Prove m; pretenſion ta the Place. 
Stone Wg'd his eve ring force. OO, ON 

And, nent, An S meagrocorſe, Rn OT] 4 4 

With feeble voice, A ſcarce was heard - - - Rx 

Broke with ſhort coun is lulk prefer g. ON : 
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Let none object my lingriz „ 
I'pain, like — by de 4 ö e 
Fatigue and weaken ey'ry fos | 
Dy long attack, ſecure though ſlow. 
Plague repreſents his rapid power, 
Who thinn'd a nation in an hour, 
All ſpoke their claim, and hop'd the wand;.. 
Now expectation huſh'd.the band, 
When thus the monarch from the throne... 
Merit was ever modeſt known, 
What, no phyſician ſpeak his right! _ 
None here! but fees their toils requite,.. 
Let then Intemp'rance take the wand,.. 
Who fills with gold their zealous hand. 
You, Feaver, Gout, and all the reſt, 
(Whom wary men, as foes, deteſt.) 
Forgo your claim; no more pretend: 
Intemp'rance is eſteem da friend, 
He ſhares their mirth, their ſocial joy, 
And, as a courtedgueſt, deſtroys,. 
The charge on him muſt juftly fall. 
W ho finds employment for you all. 
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E AE Xxtvm.. 7 


The Gardener and che Hog. 


Gard' ner, of peculiar taſte, 

On a young Hog his favour plac d. 
Who fed not with the common herd * 
His tray was to the hall prefer d, 
He wallow'd underneath the boar oh 
. - » Orin his maſter's chamber ſnor d, 
Wh fondly troiifd him ev r Aa, 

„ And auger num he App V play; 
Where'er he went, the grunting friend 
Ne'er fail'd his pleaſure to attend, 

As on a time, the loving pair 
Walk'd forth to tend the garden's care, 
The maſterthusaddteſt the ſwine, 

My houſe, my garden, all is thine: 
On turnips feaſt whene'er you pleaſe, . 
And riot in my beans and peaſe, 

If the potatoe's taſte delights, 

Or the red carrot's ſweet invites, 

Indulge thy mort and evening hours, 
But let due care regard my flowers; 

My tulips are my garden's pride. 

What vaſt ex pence thoſe beds ſupply'd! 
The Hog by chance one morning roam 

Where with new ale the veſſels foam'd; 

He munches now the ſteaming grains, 
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Now with full ſwill the liquor drains; - As 
Intoxicating fumes ariſe, 
He reels, he rolls his winking eyes, TI 
Then ſtagg' ring through the garden ſcowrs, 9 

4 down painted ranks of flowers, With 10. 


And trea 
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With delving ſnout he tuens the ſoil, . 
And cools his palate with the ſpoil. 

The Maſter came, the ruin ſpy'd, . 
Villain, ſuſpend thy rage, he cry'd: 
Haſt thou, thou moſt ungrateful ſor, . 
My charge, my only charge forgot? 
What, all my flowers! No more he ſaid,:. 
But gaz'd, and ſigh'd, and hung his head. 

The Hog with ſtutt'ring ſpeech returns. 
Explain, Sir, why your anger burns; 

See there, untouck'd your tulips: krone. 
For I deyour'd the roots alone ! 

At this, the Gard'ner's paſhon grows * 
From oaths and threats he fell to blows; . 
The ſtubborn brute the blow ſuſtains, 
Aſſaults his leg and tears the veins. 

Ah, foohſh ſwain, too late you find 
That ſties were for ſuch friends deſign'd!. 

Homeward he limps with paintul pace, 
Reflecting thus on paſt diſgrace ; . 

W to cheriſhes a brutal mate 
Shall mourn the folly ſoon or late. 


FABLE XIIX. 
Ihe Man and the Flea. 


Hether on earth, in air, or main, 
Smeev'ry thing alive is vain! 
Does not the hawk all fowls ſurvey, - 

As deſtin'd only for his prey? 
And do not tyrants, prouder things, 
Think men were born for ſlaves to kings 
When the crab views the pearly ſtrands, 

Os Jagus, bright with golden ſands, 


408 FABLES. 


Or erawles beſide the coral grove, Fa 
And hears the ocean roll above; | Th 
Nature is too profuſe, ſays he, 
Who gave all theſe to pleaſure me 

When bord'ring pinks and roſes bloom, 
And ev'ry garden breathes perfume, 
When peaches glow with ſunny dyes, 
Like Laura's cheek, when bluſhes riſe ; 
When with huge figs the branches bend; 
When cluſters from the vine depend 


The ſnail looks round on flow't and tree, Th. 
And cries, all theſe were made for me Hat 
What dignity's in human nature, 'Tis 
Says Man, the moſt conceited creature, On: 
As from a cliff he caſt his eye, A 
And view'd the ſea and archy sky! Con 
The ſun was ſunk beneath the main, Wa 
The moon, and all the ſtarry train Whe 
Hung the vaſt vault of heav'n. The Man Her 
His contemplation thus began, And 
When I behold this gloriousſhow, . A 
And the wide watry world below, Tot 
The fcaly people of the main, Behi 
The beaſts that range the wood or plain, And 
The wing'd inhabitants of air, She { 
The day, the night, the various year, She b 
And know all theſe by beav'n deſignꝰd She d 
As gits to pleaſure human kind, And} 
I cannot raiſe my worth too high; Till, 
Of what vaſt conſequence am I Half 
Not of th' importance you ſuppoſe, . W 
Replies a Flea upon his note : - | PEE, When 
Be humble, learn thy ſelf to ſean; Le 
Know, pride was never made for man, | Andc 
Tis yanity that ſwells thy mind. | You] 
What, heay/n-and earth for thee deſign'd?! | To ix 


For 
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For thee! made only for our need; 
That more important Fleag mig ht feed. 


FABLE . 
The Hare and many Friends, 


7 — p, like love, is but a name, 
Unleſs to one you ſtint the flame. 
The child, whom many fathers ſhare, 
Hath ſeldom known a father's care, 
'Tis thus in friendſhips ; who depend 
On many, rarely find a friend. 

A hare, who, in a civil way, . 
Comply'd with ev'ry thing, like Gay, 
Was known by all the beſtial train, 

Who haunt the wood, or graze the plaia: 
Her care was, never to offend, 
And ev'ry creature was her friend, 

As forth ſne went at early dawn 
To taſte the dew-beſprinkled lawn, 
Behind ſhe hears the hunter's cries, , N 
And from the dee p- mouthꝭd thunder flies: | 1 
She ſtarts, ſhe ſtops, ſne pants for breath, | 
She hears the near advance of death, 

She doubles, to miſlead the hound, 
And meaſures back her maay round; 
Till, fainting in the publick way, 
Half dead with fear:ſhe gaſping lay. 

W hat tranſport in her boſom grew. 
When firſt the horſe appear'd in view! 

Let me, ſays ſhe, your back aſcend, . 
And owe my ſafety to a triend, 

You know my feet betray my flight, . 
To ſriendſhip ey'ry * light. 


4109 FABLES. 

The horſe reply'd, poor honeſt puſs. 
It grieves my heart to ſee thee thus; 
BE comforted, relief is near, 

For all your friends are in the rear. 

She next the ſtately bull implor'd; 
And thus reply d the mighty lord. 
Since ev'ry beaſt alive can tell, 

That I ſincerely wiſh you well, 

I may, without pretence, pretend 
To take the freedom of a friend; 
Love calls me hence; a fay'rite cow 
Expects me near yon barley mow : 
And when a lady's in the caſe, 

You know, all other things give place. 
Toleave you thus might ſeem unkind ; 
But ſee, the goat is juſt behind, 

The goat remark'd her pulſe was high, 
Her languid head, her heavy eye; 

My back, ſays he, may do you harm ; 
The ſheep's at hand, and wool is warm. 


The ſheep was feeble, and complain'd, 


His ſides a load of wool ſuſtain'd, 

Said he was ſlow, conteſt his fears; 

For hounds eat ſheep as well as hares. 
She now the trotting calt addreſt, 

To ſave from death a friend diltreſt, 
Shall I, ſays he, of tender age, 

In this important care engage? 

Older and abler paſt you by; 

How ſtrong are thoſe! how weak am J! 

Should I preſume to bear you hence, 

Thoſe friends of mine may take offence. 

Excuſe me then. You know my heart. 

But deareſt friends, alas, muſt part / 

How ſhall we all lament! Adieu. 

For ſee the hounds are juſt in view, 
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OPERA'S, 


The Be gpar's O 


Polly : An ; Being the 


ſecond Part of the Beg-. 


gar's Opera. 
The Lover's Opera. 
The Stateſman's Opera. 
The Quaker's Opera. 
Love in a Riddle. 
The Village Opera. 


COME DIES. 


The Sm s: To which 
is added, The Art of Dan- 
cing. 

The Provok'd Husband, or. 

a Journey to London. 

Love in ſeveral Maſques. 

The Wife's Relief, or the 
Husband's Cure.- 


The Inconſtant: or, the 


Way to win him, 
Sir Har ry Wildair. 
The Beau's Duel. 
Love and a Bottle. 
The Rival Modes. 
The Country Laſſes. 
The Artful Husband. 
The Fortune-Hunters. 
The Gameſter. 
The Relapſe; 
The Tender Husband; 
The Funeral 
The Lying Lover. 
The Conſcious Lovers. 
The Conſtant Couple. 
Feaux Stratagem. 


Tunbridge Walks 
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The diſſembled Wanton. . 
The Twin Rivals. 
The Recruiting Officer. 
The Miſtake. 

Thit London Cuckolds.. 
Ignoramus, or the. Engliſr 
Lawyer. 
Beggar's Buſh. 


_ _—> Three Hoursafter Marriage. 


The Gentle Shepherd, a 
Scots Paſtoral Comedy 
2 Provok'd Wife. 
ie Buſy Bd. 
The Pil ub rung 
The Rehearfal. 
The Drummer. 
The Man of Mode. 
Z£fop, with the ſecond Part. 
Don Dnixote, firſt Parr, 
Ditto, iecond Part. 


TRAGEDIES. 


Themiſtocles, the Lover of 
his Country. 

Frederick, Duke of Brun. 
wick Lunenburg. 

Seſoſtris. 

Philip ot Macedon. 

The Victim. 

— Shore. 
anmibal's Overthrow. 

Mithridates,. King of Pon- 
ul. 

Lady Jane Gray. 

The Revenge. 


King Lear. 


The Royal Convert. * 
The AmbitiousStep- mot s 


